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Serpents of Wisdom 
Part 1 


"Seekers there are in plenty: but they are 
almost all seekers of personal advantage. 
I can find so very few Seekers after Truth." 
(Sa'‘adi) 
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The imitator gives expression to a hundred proofs, but he speaks from discursive 
reasoning, not direct vision. He is musk-scented but not musk; he smells like musk but is 
only dung. (Rumi) 


You have probably come to the realization that there are no listings of Masters and true Teachers in the 
Yellow Pages. It is possible to find psychics, astrologers, and other such flora and fauna, and you may 
even find advertisements in metaphysical-type magazines for birds of ill-omen who call themselves 
masters, but unless we have polyps for brains, we ought to know that the only thing they are masters of, 
is deceit of an expensive kind. In this 'New Age' we are besieged by hordes of so-called shamans, gurus, 
channelers, high priests, clairvoyants, magicians, yogis, wizards, witches, necromancers, dream- 
interpreters, transcendentalists, spiritualists, diviners, and a variety of other dolts, all frantically waving 
wands, rods and pointed fingers; chanting mantras, developing chakras, burning candles and incense, 
drawing holy circles, squares and triangles; selling talismans and charms, raising the dead, astral 
traveling, reading fortunes from greasy Tarot cards and plastic runes; mouthing incantations, achieving 
cosmic awareness, reaching ecstacy through tantra, gaining power and healing by means of crystals; 
theorizing on the Cabala, practicing Norse magic, Celtic magic, Enochian magic, Teutonic magic, 
ceremonial magic, temple magic and herb magic. 


The ill-advised followers of these self-appointed teachers, swallow wholesale the most absurd 
propositions put forward by these coolies of the Occult; these poachers on Spiritual grounds. 


But is there a single Master among them? An Adept, perhaps? Or an Initiate? The sad but true answer is 
NO - not one. There is not even a good imitation of one. 


So where will you find one? 


Do you think you would recognize a Master if you did meet one? Are you under the impression that he 
would advertise his Mastership by wearing saffron robes? Flowing locks? Sandals? A halo? A crown of 
thorns? Or could it possibly be that he is so well hidden because he looks like any one of us, giving us no 
obvious signs to recognize him by, and, in this manner, throwing us back on our ability to tell Truth from 
falsehood? How many of us are willing or able to know and welcome Mastership or Adeptship by 
listening to words of Truth? The majority seem to prefer personality, fame, and drivelers of ineptitude 
who reconfirms our preconceived opinions. 


And what does a Master do with all his Wisdom and Power? How come, if they are as wise and as 
powerful as they are cracked up to be, don't they put an end to world hunger and injustice, and to wars? 
How easy that would be for us! We could then carry on as our usual intolerant, greedy and unrespectable 
selves, and have the Masters die on an assortment of crosses on our behalf - pay the consequences for us, 
so to speak. Ah, what bliss! Heaven on Earth! 


We could wallow in our smooth sinfulness without effort or care, until we turned into elemental dust and 
blew away. Holy Hades! There would be no need to learn anything at all and we could sit around in our 
recliners, like the dross of hell, moaning and griping about everything and everyone. 


Is this what we would like? It seems to be what the majority would like, since it is what the majority does. 


And anyway, to the ordinary man, all that stuff about Masters, Wisdom, Light and Love, has no meaning - 
it makes him yawn. What matters to him is profit in dollars, the latest football scores, fun, food, and lots 
of sleep. If you talk to this kind of plebeian about the more elevated things - things of the Spirit and of the 
Higher man, he will probably brush you aside with: 'In my opinion, that's a lot of bull.' and it will be your 
own fault for thoughtlessly throwing your pearls before the swine. Your hard gained pearls of wisdom will 
be trampled underfoot, and neither you nor the plebeian you sought to enlighten will have gained a thing 
by your eagerness to share your new-found Light. 


Regretfully, you will soon learn that most men shun the light like so many vampires hiding in their 
coffins as soon as the sun comes out. 


Eliphas Levi said that : 

We all know what crass humanity did to J esus. 
Apollonius of Tyana was thrown into prison and later tortured to death; Daniel was thrown to the lions; 
Raymund Lully was stoned to death; J oan of Arc was burnt at the stake; Ibn Gebirol, the Kabalist, was 
murdered; J aques Cazotte, the seer, was executed, and Socrates was condemned to death. 


Pythagoras had to flee from the tyranny of Polycrates. 
Cagliostro died while confined in prison; Giordano Bruno was 
burnt alive; Sendivogius was imprisoned and tortured; 
Paracelsus and Agrippa were forced to spend their lives as x 
wretched wanderers......... and the list goes on. 


are civilized these days and would never tolerate such barbaric 

behaviour. Don't believe it! Human nature does not change 

much, and however arrogant and self-satisfied modern man is 

concerning his latest achievements and so-called progress, he is still as stupid and 
as cruel as ever. Fools are still persecuting and killing messengers, whether physically or by ridicule, who 
irritate them, or who hold views considered threatening. 


iu) Ta 
You may argue that all this took place a long time ago, that we i Ni) Wi 


Puthacnras 


This is one of the reasons why the Wise keep silent as to who, what and where they are - and maybe - toa 
lesser extent, so should you. It is also wrong to foist your beliefs on others who may be at a different stage 
on the Path than yourself; or who may simply be going by a different route. Since it is only possible for us 
to understand something up to our own level, how would we know if we were foisting ourselves and our 
beliefs on those who have far surpassed us in knowledge and Wisdom? And yet, people do all the time, 
unaware of the pitying and gentle smiles of those who can see through them. 


And although you should always protect the fellow traveler lower than yourself on the ladder to the Light, 
you must at all times guard against being preached at or dictated to by them. As for the majority, those 
who care not, let them go on their merry way, without judging them, but at the same time make sure that 
you see them for what they are, freeing you from the danger of falling for outward trappings. 


Do not be like the "false prophet", spoken of by Levi, "who must 
slay if he cannot pervert. For he clamours for tolerance towards 
himself but takes good care in what sense it shall be extended to 
others". 


We pray to the Higher Powers to show tolerance towards our own 
failings and yet we forget to be tolerant towards our fellow man, 
persecuting them in the name of religion, country, race and 
political system not the same as our own. The largest part of 
Te humanity suffer from intolerance, and the remainder tends to be 
~~ apathetic and indifferent where it concerns the rights of other 
~ humans, being utterly disinterested concerning anyone's welfare 
but their own. Apathy is a disease more deadly than either cancer 
or AIDS, both of which only kills the body, whereas apathy kills the 


Soul. 


By observing the fool, we can learn how not to be; but talking to them is as futile as trying to tan during a 
total eclipse of the Sun. This is one of the reasons why the secrets of the mystic should not be divulged to 
fools, who would not understand them, and would ridicule the divulger, and drag the Sacred Teachings 
through the mud of their imbecility. 


But if the opportunity to plant a seed in their barren soils presents itself, you should do so. A good seed 
may lay dormant until the experiences of their lives has watered their soil with tears and enriched it with 


the ashes of their dreams, sprouting into a beautiful flower of wisdom, years - or lifetimes hence. 


It is possible that you yourself is on the Path because someone, at some time, planted a seed in you. A 
kind soul did the work of the Master on your behalf and you are now reaping the benefits of that kindly 
act. This is the Way of Service and it is the only Path you can take if you want to reach one of the Masters. 


If you are sincere about reaching one of the Masters, you may have to work alone, and very likely in 
obscurity, for along time. There will be nobody to cheer you on and the only evidence of the usefulness of 
your Quest, will be your faith. You will be sorely tested as to courage and strength of purpose, and these 
tests will sometimes present themselves to you in subtle ways, forcing you to dig deep into your purse of 
faithfulness and stamina. Only those in possession of an unshakable conviction - those who have to go 
on because they must - will reach the Goal. Half-heartedness will get you nowhere, and laziness, either of 
the body or the Spirit, will make you an easy catch for the false teacher who promises mastery in three 
short months. 


There are no short-cuts, no part-time positions, and no bargains to be had on the Path to the Light. We 
all have to travel the same road and overcome the same obstacles in order to obtain our Goal, and only 
the strong and steadfast, the loving and faithful, will be crowned with success. Let us at all times 
remember that even the Masters had to travel along this Path in times gone by, and for this reason they 
understand fully our aching hearts and our yearnings, but they also know that the Reward is well worth 
striving for. They know that it is necessary for man to live through material darkness, for we can only be 
born into the Light from this darkness. But before we start longing for this Birth, we must reach a point 
where we feel the limitations and the powerlessness of the darkness. We must long, with our whole 
hearts and minds, to live within the rays of the Light, and we must fearlessly face the Truth. If the Truth 
hurts, we must have the ability to look within ourselves for the fault, rather than change the Truth in 
order to spare ourselves. 

Then, and only then, can we hope to be noticed by the Masters who live within the Light. 
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When the Disciple is ready the Master appears. 
This is a true saying, but when is a Disciple ready? 


į] It is not enough to have read a few metaphysical books written by brazen- 
"XJ faced ink-slingers; nor is it enough to attend a variety of meetings held by 
“f some New-Age-style group, led by people who are as much in the dark 

J about things as you are yourself, for that will only lead to confusion and 
eventual disillusionment. 


The Master reflects: "How many can be said to be truly ready for the Master? It is a well- 
known fact that most seekers prefer to live in a dream within a dream of illusion. Is it not 
true also that most of those who profess to have a longing for probing into and learning 
the Divine Secrets prefer to solve them in their own ignorant and fantastic manner, rather 
than having them explained by the chosen Adept - appointed to this task by the Gods 
themselves? And how difficult it is to find such an Adept and to KNOW him!" 


The purpose is self-enlightenment, not self-delusion, so let us set to and pluck the weeds of ignorance out 
of our soil. Ignorance is the great stumbling block on the Path to the Light; the great mountain which 
arrests all forward movement; the Veil separating you from the Truth. One of the ptoms of ignorance 
is conceit and it is the first business of a Student of the Mysteries to do | 
away with it, for it is not possible to learn what we think we already know. 
The purpose of our studies, after all, is not to have our prejudices 
confirmed, but to gain wisdom at any cost to our preconceived ideas. 


No one religion, philosophy, cult, coven, doctrine, sect, or book is going to 
give you all the answers. We witness today the sad spectacle of souls 
leeching on to unorthodox and exotic religions and belief systems. These 
folks wear their various religions as they would wear the latest fashions - 
for the image it gives to others. I am tempted to call it Designer Religion. 


These wind-bags who follow this trend stand before you with heads full of 
imaginary knowledge and pretense, crystals and pentagrams at the ready, 
and shamelessly claim: "I'm a Zen Buddhist", "I practice Enochian magic", 
"I'm into Shamanism", and so on and so forth ad nauseam. If you are 
stupid or unfortunate enough to lend them an ear for a while, they will 
prate and babble deliriously, without drawing life-giving breath, in an 
infantile and superficial manner, about things of which they have no more understanding than the pig 
has about the pearls. 


These cockalorums will tell you in no uncertain manner what to do, when 
to do it, what to eat, what not to eat, what to wear, what not to wear, which 
religion to believe in, which music to listen to, which psychic to consult, 
how to save the whales and the world, which quartz crystal will cure your 
ills in order to end up becoming as smug and as half-witted as they have 
managed to become. 

Their speeches are invariably spiced like a cheap Mexican dinner, with 
spices hot enough to mask the bland taste of the re-hashed, refried beans. 
It is truly a matter of wonder what a tablespoon of Karma, half a cup of 
1 cabala, a few yin-yangs, some slices of Kundalini, and a couple of drops of 
4 Yoga can do to poor ingredients. This whole concoction will be stewed and 
| brewed over their feeble alchemical fires until all goodness and original 


wonder that food such: as this will not fatten their lean spirits? 


EN dl On the other hand we have the Christians, sitting in their pews like 
mutton on a skewer, and filled with the fear at the prospect of losing sheep to the New Age or to 'heathen' 
religions. These are the so-called friends of J esus who, without too much prompting from the Devil, will 
send aJ ew, a Hindu, or a Muslim straight to Hell for not believing as they do. In return, the J ew, Hindu 
or Muslim, will send the Christian to hell. It was probably this kind of intolerant ass J ob had in mind 
when he said: 


"Miserable comforters are ye all". 


Arthur Machen also seemed to be unimpressed with the behaviour of those who call themselves 
Christians: "The New Testament for all these people has been written in vain; they will still 
believe that a good Christian is one who drinks a cup of cocoa at 9:30 and is in bed by ten 
sharp. And to such persons, of course, the texts which assert the necessity of becoming like 
little children if we would enter the Kingdom of Heaven are clear enough; it is merely a 
matter of early hours and plenty of cocoa - or, perhaps, of warm bread and milk." 


Respectability, rather than love and mercy, is the yardstick used by our Christian brothers and sisters in 
these 'enlightened' days of our Lord. And it was Pinero who said that: "The vainest are those who 
like to be thought respectable". All is, indeed, vanity and vexation of spirit, and we come to discover 
that the worst man is usually him who sees himself as the best. 
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There are many who pretend that they seek real knowledge, when in reality they seek social gatherings 
and attention, recognition and admiration from other owls with opinions. 


The beliefs of these people are no more than superficial ideas voiced in the current terminology of their 
circle, to be dropped and replaced by other, equally superficial ideas as they move on to the next social 
gathering. Their professed beliefs appear to be dependent upon whom they befriend or socialize with, and 
are used as keys which open the door to the coveted club of the moment. 


But the person of wisdom is always alone. I did not say 
lonely....... I said alone. There is a great difference. To a wise 
person the crowd is never company; the faces are 
undistinguished and the conversation is no more than a string 
of trite phrases; the laughter is hollow, and false friendship is 
easily obtained and lost. Yet, out of the need for outward show 
(for such it is), the inept person inevitably resorts to this kind of 
self-important posturing, being dependent on the opinions and 
admiration of their haw-humming cronies. 


Such a person would probably not want to hear that the Path 
has to be trodden alone, and that their only companions along 
the way will be the truth and the belief that they will be heard 
and answered when they are ready. It takes great courage to stand alone and be faithful even when life 
tests you; but adversity, when cheerfully overcome, builds character, which is invaluable to the Aspirant. 
A timid person will give up at the first hurdle, like a gray mouse startled by discovery. For such the Light 
will be too strong: only the brave warrior will gain Mastery and eventual Liberation. 


In the words of the Master: "Once you have trained yourself to live and serve in such a way 
that you become worthy of that holy and most intimate contact with the Master within, and 
once you have learned to listen to his kindly voice, and to act according to the way he 
guides you so lovingly, you will be found worthy to come into contact with other Masters, 
and they will show you the way of service to those brothers and sisters who have not yet 
found the Path, but will inevitably do so in God's good time." 


And who can take their pleasure in the cacophony of the hypocritical crowd once that One Master has 
been found? It would be akin to sleeping in a bed infested with bed-bugs, or having your teeth drilled 
down to the nerves. 


Most of us have, at times, indulged our curiosity by going to talks given by 'experts' or 'authorities' on 
various metaphysical subjects, and having quickly come to the conclusion that the only things they are 
authorities or experts on, are their own feverish imaginations. No proposition is too absurd for belief, for 
most men are incapable of knitting two consecutive thoughts together in order to arrive at a right 
conclusion. The only thing the false teacher has to do, is throw an incomprehensible statement at them, 
which will act as a wrench in the works of their brains, rendering it useless for further discrimination. 
And human conceit, being what it is, will not admit to its own stupidity, but will sit there listening to 
endless drivel with a contrived and holy look on its bland face, for fear of appearing not to have 
comprehended the deep and secret gas works being wafted at them. 


I urge you to beware of the noxious souls who pretend to teach the mysteries; even of those who pretend 
to be deliverers of 'new gospel truths; for of the truth they have no more idea than a cockroach has of fine 
dining. 


Most of the sacred writings and great minds of this world, warn us (if we take the trouble to consult 
them), about the false teachers. The Third Book of the Pistis Sophia says: “Renounce the doctrines of 
error, that ye may be worthy of the mysteries of the Light and saved from all the 


chastisements of the great dragon of the outer darkness." And in J ohn 5:1 it says: "Beloved, 
believe not every spirit, but try the spirits whether they be of God: because many false 
prophets are gone out into the world." 


"Abiding in the midst of ignorance, thinking themselves wise and learned, fools go aimlessly hither and 
thither, like the blind led by the blind". So states the Katha Upanishad, and it goes on to say: "This sacred 
knowledge is not attained by reasoning; but it can be given by a true Teacher. Not many hear of him; and 
of those not many reach him; and he cannot be reached by much thinking. Wonderful is he who can teach 
about him; and wise is he who can be taught. Wonderful is he who knows him when taught." 


But the majority of students mistake the false teacher for the true and spend their lives chasing after 
these knaves; engaged on a quest of utter futility, they waste their time and money on moronic books, 
psychic readings, and New Age workshop.......... all to no avail!! 


The cloud of darkness hangs about them thicker than ever. The crude and oily exudations of the false 
teacher burns like any other oil well, with lots of show, little benefit, and a certain amount of danger. 
Before the self appointed victims know it, the black cloud of smoke shuts out the Light and leaves them, 
scared and confused, groping about in the dark. 


False doctrines can only be preached to men who do not think; to those with cerebral congestion and an 
immune system weakened by repeated bouts of hallucination. Once their defenses are down, they catch 
every spiritual plague of every disease carrying rat they lay themselves open to. Not yet satisfied, they 
want others to catch it too, they proceed to cough their infested coagulum into the faces of any person 
who do not know how to take to his heels. 


In an account of an Initiation from the book 'Egyptian Mysteries’, the Hierophant says to the candidate: 


"Learn to see clearly, learn to wish for what is just, learn to 
dare what your conscience dictates, learn to keep your 
intentions secret, and if, despite all your efforts, today 
brings no more than yesterday, do not lose courage, but 

. continue steadfastly, keeping your goal before you with 
determination. Onward!" 
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"The root matter of this great knowledge (the wisdom of the Masters) is not to be found in books," says 
Plato, but that "we must seek it in ourselves by means of deep meditation." This is perfectly true, for the 
Sacred Writings are heavily veiled in their esoteric parts, and unless a person has the keys, it is a near 
impossibility to open the Door to the Temple of Wisdom. These Keys are in the keeping of the Masters, 
and unless we can live in such a way as to become worthy of their attention, we shall have to live in the 
darkness of the outer court where all is confusion. 


Meditate, by all means, but let your meditation be an attunement with Light and with Love. 

Wait for the true Master in peace and secrecy; for how can a Master contact a person full of turmoil and 
one who continuously seeks out the friendless and envious crowd? To the person who is deemed ready, 
and who has been chosen, the Holy Laws will be revealed only under solemn vows of silence. The reason 


for this is simple: Were the false teachers to get wind of the Secret Laws, they would do to them that 
which they have done to everything else - use them for their own glory and their own financial gain. The 
Holy Laws would fall prey to man's first instinct - the lower self - which is only interested in earthly 
appetites, selfishness and greed, and the True Messenger would be ridiculed and persecuted. 


In this manner would the Saviour of Mankind, the Truth of the Most High, be dragged through the mud 
and lost forever to the True Seeker on earth. Darkness would reign supreme and the hope of the genuine 
disciple would go unfulfilled and unmet. 


For these reasons will the Adept keep the Holy Laws out of the hands of the unscrupulous and the 
unready. It is to be kept safe, as a Pearl of Great Price for those whose earthly skin is wearing thin; for the 
battle-scarred Warrior who has come through lifetimes of tests and trials, and whose whole being longs 
for Peace and Mercy. To such the Truth is given with tenderness and love by the Masters of Wisdom, and 
there is no greater gift for the weary traveler. 


How far removed this is from the smelly gatherings of sniveling fanatics who have the audacity to call 
themselves masters and adepts! The difference is as great as between heaven and hell, and the choice is 
yours. 


If you align yourself with the latter, your head will be full of imaginary knowledge and pretense and the 
wise will flee from you. They know that outward show and vain posturings are the marks by which they 
can recognize the inept - the slaves of ignorance of this world. Of the mighty simplicity of the works of the 
Hidden Deity, they know nothing; humble worship from the heart is alien to them; and the true Teacher 
is hidden from them by God's splendour, that they may not know him. 


Let us listen to the Master again: "We are either negative and destructive in our thinking and acting, thus 
associating ourselves with the black side of everything in the Universe - or we think positive and 
constructive thoughts - building in the full blaze of the Cosmic Light and goodness, instead of cowering 
like cravens in dark corners, together with all the devils of hell. 

"There is no middle way - unless we call aimlessly drifting along without even attempting to turn to 
either light or darkness a third way. But to imagine such an existence as another way or Path is 
unthinkable. We are - or should be - either dwellers in the murky dark, forever hating, moaning, and 
destroying, or we are the Children of Light - glorified in the union of all that is good and God-like. There 
is no middle way." 
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From Ignorance springs all the world's evils. It is the parent of materialism and greed, of pride and envy, 
and of cruelty and hatred. An ignorant person is one who bases his opinions on lies, and who is utterly 
unaware of the Holy Universal Laws - of things that ARE, thus making his opinions worthless, as any 
opinion based on a lie must be. 


Weare all more or less ignorant, it is true, but there is a difference between the person who is oblivious 
to their own ignorance, thinking they know it all and who dishes it out to all and sundry in a 
sanctimonious manner, and the Wise who are painfully aware of their own ignorance, for they have 
discovered that the more we know, the more we know how little we know. 


While the former are beating their chests and blowing their discordant trumpets, the latter goes about 
his life calmly and quietly, trusting in the Lords of Life to show him the way, being all the while careful to 
avoid dogmatism, for he knows that life on Earth is an Illusion and other men's opinions are based on 
shifting and illusive foundations. Dean W.R. Inge said of opinion: "Public opinion, a vulgar, 
impertinent, anonymous tyrant who deliberately makes life unpleasant for anyone who is 
not content to be the average man." 


So you, as a Student on the Path to the Light, and who is not the average man or woman, should dismiss 
all opinionated men as if they are of no consequence and value. In this manner can you make these boors 
as impotent as eunuchs in a Harem. 


The persons most vulnerable to ridicule are those filled with pride and pretensions. We find these pride- 
filled scabs in all walks of life. There is the prude who is proud of his purity; the prig who is proud of his 
own behaviour; the racist who is proud of his own race; the fool who is proud of his littleness. I am sure 
we all know such a person, group of persons, race or nation, for these are not hard to find in this world of 
ours. These fools advertise their folly by self- congratulation, self-righteousness, flag- waving, and by a 
sorry lack of humour where it concerns themselves, their possessions, or their station in life. 


All (and the majority of mankind are guilty) forget that the Gods giveth and the Gods taketh away. 
Nothing, either good or bad, can be achieved without their intervention and assistance. 


H.P. Blavatsky says: "Self-congratulation is like unto a lofty tower, up which a 
haughty fool has climbed. Thereon he sits in prideful solitude and is unperceived 
by any but himself." 


The only one such a person impresses is himself, for people, on the whole, are 
only interested in themselves, caring nothing for, or being envious of other 
people's vain dreams. 


You can recognize the truly great persons by their quiet dignity and their lack of 
empty boasts, for they have no need of pretense, being already in possession of 
that which the stupid person pretend to be in possession of - perfect 
accomplishment - and perfect accomplishment in any field of endeavor is always to be admired. One 
must stand in awe of a spider spinning his incomparable web, or the artist who presents us with his 
peerless creations. Care and devotion to any task or undertaking is always worthy of commendation, and 
to be admired. By their works shall ye know them! Not by their fair show (which Shakespeare claimed 
meant the most deceit)), nor by their riches, family name or university degrees; for greatness can only be 
achieved by, and should only be admired because of perfect accomplishment. "Whatever thy hand findeth 
to do, do it with thy might." (Ecclesiastes ix.10). 


A | The fool knows nothing of perfect accomplishment but basks in empty glory while 

vili rolling the stone of Sisyphus along the Broad Path of the Mediocre. Their dream is to be 
%| admired and applauded - and perhaps even envied - by other fools. The easiest way of 

‘| achieving this, as the sly fool has discovered, is by lowering yourself far enough, by 

“ | crawling in the dirt if you have to. That there are many who are willing to pay this price 
“| for fame can be witnessed in our world of entertainment where, for a burst of applause 


34 very basest emotions of their audience. 


It is probably a good thing that they are oblivious to the indulgent smiles of the Wise, 
who behold their prancings with patience and tolerance, much in the same manner a teacher of the deaf 
and blind would behold his students. He knows that after a long night of hard work, trials and bitter 
tears, dawn will come. 


Eventually even the lowest and coarsest human must evolve; the lashes of experience will see to it. The 
Higher nature, which has up to then been wilfully suppressed, will stir and make itself known. 
Tenderness will flower in the once brutish heart and it will ache with longing for its lost inheritance. 
Cruelty and fear, which are the signs of a brute, will be replaced by compassion and faith. 


Evolution is inevitable, and even if the process seems endless to our limited understanding, the day must 
and will come when the presently foolish will stop climbing trees to seek for fish. 


With Ignorance wage eternal war, to know 
thy self for ever strain, 
Thine ignorance of thine ignorance is thy 
fiercest foe, thy deadliest bane; 


That blunts thy sense, and dulls thy taste; that 
deafs thine ears, and blinds thine eyes; 
Creates the thing that never was, the Thing 
that ever is defies. 

(Sir Richard Burton. The Kasidah) 


The critical time in which the search for the True Master begins, is once we become aware of the stirrings 
of the Higher Mind. Of such awakened souls there are very few at all times and strength is needed for 
such in order to withstand the mis-applied encouragement of the multitude who would dearly want these 
souls to join them in their pit of manifold deceptions. 


This is why I encourage you to stand alone; to hold fast to your inner urgings, and not allow yourself to 
be sidetracked by the gaudy swagger and the vulgar sideshows of the high-plumed fool. Place not your 
aching heart in the care of scoundrels who would have you pay for the ‘privilege’ of having your 
intelligence insulted. 


Aa pals |S. h 


Away, away, from men and towns, 
To the wild wood and the downs - 
To the silent wilderness 

Where the soul need not repress 
Its music, lest it should not find 
An echo in another mind, 

While the touch of Nature's art 
Harmonizes heart to heart. 


(Shelly. An Invitation) 


Serpents of Wisdom 
Part 2 
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La Rochefoucauld in his 'Maxims' said that: "The desire of appearing clever often prevents us from 
becoming so". As Students of the Mysteries we must rid ourselves of the silly habit of pretending to know 
so that we can, at last, find out what it was we never did know. 


True freedom lies in real knowledge and is not, as generally believed, granted to American citizens by the 
first amendment, which is only pretend freedom, and need not concern us here. 


We have all heard the saying: ‘And the truth shall set you free’, and so it will if we can determine where 
we can find it. Can you learn it in school? At your local church, synagogue, or mosque? From books? 
From a Tibetan guru? I doubt it. Listen to Sir Richard Burton again. 


All Faith is false, all Faith is true: Truth 
is the shattered mirror strown 
In myriad bits, while each believes his little 
bit the whole to own. 
(Kasidah) 


Old Omar Khayyam evidently encountered the same problem, for in his quartrain XXVII he says that 
‘although he frequented both doctor and saint, and heard great argument, he still came out by the same 
Door as in he went!' No wonder he found solace in the wine bottle! 


Even the old Indian, Sidemeat Cholly, got confused by all the conflicting 
theories and had to come up with his own answer to the question in hand: 
"Before he discover th' earth, everybody thought he was flat, but this 
Columbus man, he say th' worl's roun', but now he look like th' dam thing 
is crooked." Which one of us would care to argue with this profound 
observation? 


Humanity, the great ignoble vulgus, has never quite been able to see the 
trees for the forest (or the forest for the trees); the visible has always stood 
in the way of the great invisible, blocking our view of things as they 
actually are. Machen, who has been dubbed the Apostle of Wonder, wondered at length about this 
perplexing human condition: 


"It seems clear that things which are most clear may yet be most closely hidden for long ages, and 
hidden not only from the gross and sensual man, but for the fine and cultured man. And that being 
evident, does not the consequence follow that we who have certainly not attained to perfection of any 
kind, may be, nay, almost certainly are, as blind as those who have gone before us; that we too, gaze at 
great wonders, both of the body and the spirit, without discerning the marvels that are all around us? And 
again, it would appear that we may be groping after the perception of things which we apprehend in a 
dim and broken and imperfect manner. 

"All manner of things may be under the eyes of men through long ages, and yet be unperceived, 
undiscerned by them. This is true, and yet these things are none the less there." 


The reason for this is that our opinions, intellect and bigotry act as a screen between us and Illumination. 
Our own reality, which is nothing but an Illusion, prevents us from seeing things as they truly ARE, and 
as long as we think we see all there is to see, we will remain blind to the Divine Wisdom hidden directly 
under our noses. 


Since Truth is everlasting and unchangeable, it can only exist in the equally everlasting and 
unchangeable Soul, which we must learn to contact by means of our Higher Minds, our very own Guide 
and master. For this reason Truth cannot exist on Earth, for everything that is given birth here must die 
and change into something else. 


Most people are not even aware of being in possession of a Higher Mind, but are normally completely 
ruled by the lower mind with its earthly and gross appetites. It is therefore easy to sway and manipulate 
the masses by appealing to their vanity and greed, which are characteristics of a ruling lower mind. 
Promise bovine humanity earthly riches and power, and they will fall for it every time. To become the 
leader of such a flock is relatively simple for someone with a large amount of cunning and a vivid 
imagination, and we witness the truth of this fact when we appraise the array of self-made 'masters'’, 
preachers, authors and metaphysical teachers. At times their claims are so shockingly simplistic, even 
downright corny, that a person in his right mind would not for a moment entertain the idea that others 
may fall for such nonsense, only to find out at a later date that he had been wrong....... very wrong. 


If you tell these covetous lower minds, with great authority and tongue in cheek, that you have 
discovered a secret which did not sink with ancient Atlantis; that this secret can give them unlimited 
power, which, in turn, can be used as a tool for amassing all kinds of earthly rubbish, and you might 
discover to your surprise that you will be believed and recompensed by an army of dolts. 


Few people realize that the greatest secret is free and easily 
obtained. Eliphas Levi explains: 


"Progress is a possibility for the animal: it can be broken in, 
tamed and trained; but it is not a possibility for the fool, because 
the fool thinks he has nothing to learn. It is his place to dictate to 
others and put them right, and so it is impossible to reason with 
| him. He will laugh you to scorn in saying that what he does not 
understand is not a meaningful proposition. "Why don't I 
understand it, then?" he asks you, with marvelous impudence. 
To tell him it is because he is a fool would only be taken as an 
insult, so there is nothing you can say in reply. Everybody else 
sees it quite clearly, but he will never realize it. 

"Here then, at the outset, is a potent secret which is inaccessible 
to the majority of people; a secret which they will never guess 
and which it would be useless to tell them: the secret of their 
own stupidity." 


And no fools are as difficult to manage and as frustrating to 
deal with as those with some brains and a university degree. A 
philosophy degree, for example, does not immediately turn its 

ga owner into a Plato ora Kant; but will, more often than not, turn 
uninspired minds with good memories into machines, able to quote other people's works endlessly, but 


without a blood, sweat and tears understanding, and without the ability to put their enormous learning to 
practical use. 


We see the same trait in 'bible-thumpers' who have managed to learn the Scriptures by heart, and whom 
it is of no use to get into a discussion with, because they will pull out a chapter and a verse for every 
occasion. YOU know that they might as well be quoting from the phone book, for all the understanding 
they have; but THEY don't know, and to tell them would only bring the wrath of the Four Beasts of the 
Apocalypse down upon your head. 


I suggest that we should be wary of this kind of dogmatist; as weary as Shakespeare was when he wrote 
that: "The Devil can cite Scripture for his purpose." 


But out of all the hair-splitting ‘experts’, the horned 
crown and the donkey tail must go to the scientists! For 
these ruptuaries were gullible enough to give the atom 
bomb to the politicians!!! A wise man would have kept 
quiet about his discoveries, but then a wise man has not 
the vanity of a scientific peacock, out hunting for fame and 
glory at the expense of us all. And 
although some suspect, and 
others know for certain, that 
modern science is founded on a 
series of absurdities and 
contradictions in terms; anda 
sepulcher of vast proportions 
would be needed to house their dead theories, the masses still honours, and are 
influenced by these inflated bladders. 


Never mind that their chemical putrefactions have put the whole planet in 
danger, and that the ozone layer looks more like a moth-eaten sweater......... let's 
take their advice on diet instead! 


Let us take time out to wonder with Machen again: "It is monstrous indeed that science, shown to be 
mad in the abstract, should presume to dictate to us in the concrete. Yet it does. Look at the solemn diets 
that are prescribed. I have known people who live - or think they live, for they are not alive - on nuts, 
carrots, bread and dates. This diet is supposed to be a cure for rheumatism. I do not know whether a wise 
man would not prefer to be rheumatic. But the worst of it is that people who live in this ridiculous way, 
who follow the Vague Treatment, as it is called, affect airs of superiority. They look down on the people 


who eat chops and steaks and thank God for them." 


We might all be better served by 'experts' like the astrophysicist of the Harvard- Smithsonian Center, 
who, with the aid of a z-machine and the 60-inch telescope on Mount Hopkins (oh, and a research grant, 
of course) peered out into space and claimed what he found there was a whole lot of nothing. 


As long as these screw-balls find nothing, I feel safe, for nothing of consequence 
can come out of nothing. But this was a few years ago and, by now, he may 
unfortunately have found something, although I suspect that something may also 
be nothing of consequence, as the most profound vacuum in the Universe could 
well be found in his brain. Let us hope that he does not start prescribing diets or 
we could well end up with nothing to eat - like ascetics with rice and water struck 
from our meal plan. O Woe! 


‘Exact science’ and her scientists, like a harlot and her pimps, rapes the world daily in 
an orgy of vulgarity, seducing the superficial masses with honeyed tongues and 
ostentatious booty, luring our testosterone poisoned leaders into buying themselves the 

“*" largest lingam of them all - the nuclear missile. These odious transactions can be written 
off to 'progress' or 'civilization', but I have it on good authority that they are not tax free. 


Jacques Bergier claimed that the Alchemist Fulcanelli visited him in his laboratory in 1937, to warn 
Bergier and his fellow scientists about their researches into nuclear energy. Fulcanelli said that "the work 
you and your colleagues are undertaking is appallingly dangerous. It imperils not only yourself - it isa 
threat to the whole of humanity. The liberation of atomic energy is easier than you think, and the 
radioactivity produced can poison the atmosphere of the entire planet in the space of a few years". 


~ He goes on to tell Bergier that the Alchemists have known this secret for a 
_ long time but that they, unlike the scientists of today "have always taken 

į religious and moral issues into consideration when carrying out their 
researches, while modern physics was born in the eighteenth century from 
the spare- time amusements of a few lords and rich libertines. Science without 
conscience...... I thought it my duty to warn a few research workers here and 
there, but I have no hope that my warnings will bear fruit. Taking it all in all, 

I have no reason to hope." 


Fulcanelli was correct. The scientific satans did not heed his warning, and in 
their ungodly arrogance have gone on to become the Black Magicians of the 
a f modern world. Their dark spell has been cast, and itis up to us to try to 

LAm k ~~“ cancel its outcome by sending forth the Light, and by promoting Peace 
wherever we go. 


But here I must sound a warning: Peace within is not the same as undisturbed tranquility, which is by no 
means the lot of the genuine student of the Mysteries. In order to gain sufficient knowledge and wisdom 
they have to plunge into the thick of the fray, and overcome all obstacles: only by such means can they 
achieve VICTORY. One cannot win a battle without engaging the enemy! And the enemy of Peace is dark 
ignorance, creating tornadoes of turmoil and chaos wherever it touches down. 


There exists an illusory peace as witnessed by those who spend their lives meditating upon their navels, 
with vacuous smiles upon their faces..... while others feed them! 

Nor can peace be attained by blotting out feelings. One must learn to master and subdue the lower 
emotions, it is true, but one must be careful not to kill them out, for the emotions are the true steeds 
which will one day wing you up to Heaven. But be assured: Peace can be attained midst the roar of battle! 


Peace will not take up residence in an ascetic, for his heart is cold and chilly, and bereft of generosity. His 
mind too is narrow and lacks either material or spiritual vision. 

God gave the lush fruits of this lovely earth to man, that he may savour and enjoy their goodness: only 
when he abuses such gifts with excesses do these bounties become a yoke and a burden, crushing him to 
the ground. 


Akbar Khan in his "Tasawwuf-i Azim' says that: "The only discipline worth while is that which is achieved 
in the midst of temptation. A man, who, like the anchorite, abandons the world and cuts himself off from 
temptations and distractions cannot achieve power. For power is that which is won through being 
wrested from the midst of weakness and uncertainty. The ascetic living a wholly monastic life is deluding 
himself." 


These ascetics are not necessarily just the fanatics from Eastern countries, but also those from the 
western world who avoid things, thinking in their ignorance that there is virtue in avoidance. 

The worst affect of this is when, a person avoids a thing, thinking it good to do so, he often begrudges 
others the very thing he cannot himself enjoy. A good example of this is the ex-smoker who will preach 
tirelessly against the evils of tobacco, boring all smokers to death with self-righteous sermons. It is as if 
they are saying to themselves, "If I am miserable, I am going to make everybody else miserable too." 


Only the few are capable of carrying out their convictions quietly and on their own - be it the decision to 
become an ex-meateater, an ex-smoker, or an ex-anything else in the world. These ex humans do not 
seem to feel satisfied until they have made everyone else feel guilty for not being as ‘noble’ as they 
themselves. These are the true communists who think that their propaganda, like manure, will do no 
good unless spread. 


To all these folks, let us say as the conductor said to the tuba player who played a loud and wrong note 
during rehearsals: "Thank you. And now will you please pull the chain." 
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Should you ever be blessed enough to meet a real Master of the Mysteries, you would NOT be confronted 
by an earthly saint (for they are myths created by dreamers or liars, as the case may be), nor will his diet 
consist of bran ( a food fit for rabbits), and neither will he be living in a dark and damp cave (the home of 
bats), nor will he be dressed in a dirty loin cloth and sandals (the attire of an ascetic). 


A true Master is filled with luxury: the luxury of the Spirit. His joy and sense of humour is infectious, 
giving you a foretaste of a Higher Realm filled with celebration and poignant jubilation. From him you 
will learn to appreciate the perfume of ripely rounded roses, the lusty odour of a library filled with old, 
leather bound books, the taste of vintage wine, the feel to the touch of an ancient statue, and the sound of 
heavenly music, and yet he will teach you how to value these things according to their worth. 


He is indifferent to other men's opinions and hence is above all blame and praise, for he is FREE, having 
acquired comfort and enlightenment from the Soul. He is a warm and magnetic human being who knows 
All, yet does not let on that he Knows. He does not boast or preach, nor does he judge. 


To be followed in droves by silly old women and saffron-robed men, would be abhorrent to him, 
therefore he works quietly and in secret among the sick and the needy, the poor and the suffering. His is 
the cool hand on troubled brows, the Love that asks no rewards, and the feathery wings that protect those 
in his keeping from all harm. 


You will not find him giving talks to groups of mystery-mongers and half-witted new agers; but he will 
reserve his wisdom and the Holy Teachings for his chosen few, those he deems teachable. He knows that 
talking to a fool is like pouring water into a sieve; once he has finished talking, not a drop remains in their 
swiss- cheese brains. It would be as futile as reading the Secret Doctrine to a herd of cows, or sending your 
pet parrot to Mecca for the Pilgrimage. It may come home screeching "Allahu Akbar!" every couple of 
minutes, but it would not comprehend what it was saying. (It reminds us of a few people we know, don't 
you agree?) 


At all times there are Masters walking among you, and simple though they are to know, people know 
them not, for the material rubbish that fill their hearts and minds acts as a veil to conceal the Master's 
Light. The majority prefer the showmanship of the false teacher, for he will pamper their vanity and puff 
up their pigeon chests with pride. Verily, I say unto you, they have their reward! 


May the Lords of Life and Light bless and keep the Masters, and give them Peace and a Secret Place to 
be, safe from the ignorant masses who cannot bear the Light. 
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When the experiences of life have tried and tested you until you are on the brink of despair; and when an 
indescribable sorrow and an intense longing for, you know not what, oppresses you; then you will know 
that the time has come. But as the old Persian poet said: "Under the Sun and stars there is no saying, or 
no fool or wise man, that is nearer to the Truth than that now is the appointed time. But it may be the 
time for waiting. And it may be the time for patience. When I said to my Teacher: Tell me what to do now, 
I will do it...... he went fishing." 


Stop looking for a quick fix and cultivate patience, for a patient person is someone who is filled with trust 
that their needs will be met; and we all know (or do we?) that Faith is the substance of things hoped for, 
the evidence of things not yet seen. 


"Trust in God; He will not deceive thee; 
nor will persevering patience leave thee 
long in affliction. 

Patience is the fairest light of man." 
(Four Ancient Books of Wales) 


The modern world is filled to overflowing with restless and anxious souls, rushing to and fro and dealing 
with 'reality', making themselves irritable and weary-worn in the process. Everything needs to be instant 
in order to save money-making time. Even the entertainment has to be short and sharp in keeping with 
the attention span which is also short (but not necessarily sharp). Something similar to shock therapy 
perhaps? 


Assuming that you were careless enough to tell them that you planned to spend years in search of the 
Truth, and they would probably accuse you of being eccentric and irresponsible. Who needs time wasted 
on all that mystical mumbo-jumbo when one could be earning dollars? Or going bowling? Or working 
out? Yo! 


Levi says that, "Such men will never understand anything of Occult (occult means ‘hidden') philosophy; 


and it is for them alone that it remains occult. As occult as common sense for the fanatics of the world; as 
occult as reason for the truly mad. 

"For occultism is the philosophy of Light, the philosophy of common sense, the philosophy of exactitude, 
precise as numbers, as rigorous as the proportions of geometry, as evident as being, and as infallible as 
the mathematics of eternity. 

"He is blind who does not see it; but he is all the more blind who claims to see it by night! 

"Never will the stupid and the vulgar comprehend the high wisdom of the Magi!" 


And never should the stupid and vulgar meddle with the Holy Teachings, but go out and enjoy 
themselves instead. 

And neither should you try to convert them, like some common Christian missionary, but keep silent 
about what you know. 


But when the Seeker after knowledge comes forward; after he is tested to discover if he is worthy, he will 
be spoken to. When a person is ready to enter the Light, the Higher Powers will lead him to it. 


Andrea correctly states that: "When a disciple is ready to learn, then he is accepted, acknowledged and 
recognized. It must be so; for he has lit his lamp, and it cannot be hidden." 


However, for as long as vanity and pride rules over the love of Truth, the lamp will be hidden under the 
bushel and he will not be considered ready. It takes strength and courage to walk along the steep and 
thorny Path of Truth, and he will only make it who has not brought along the baggage of the vain. 
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The Masters, and the Path to the Masters, has for too long been seen in the rosy 
light commonly associated with the pets of the silver screen. An aura of mystery, 
glamour and romance, and rumours of supernatural manifestations, has drawn 
the unbalanced and the deluded to the Occult Mysteries. For these reasons it has 
been given a bad name among people with a healthy amount of common sense; 
and rightly so, for the main bulk of it, ancient and modern, deserves no deep 
investigation and can, without hesitation, be deposited into the most convenient 
trash can. 


The sooner delusions are shattered, the better; for only then can we begin our 
first testing step on the journey to the Light and the Truth. The first step is an 
= | important one, in that it is the beginning of the journey of a thousand miles we 
can only go on once we have decided to take the first step. Nobody can make this 


journey on your behalf; you have to travel the road yourself, because only personal experience will do. To 
listen to another's tales of the marvels he saw and the things he experienced, is not the same as living 
through the experience yourself. You may heed another travelers advice as to the pitfalls on the journey, 
if you first make sure that he actually undertook the journey himself, and did not bring you second-hand 
information and heresy. 


Most so-called mystics have unfortunately taken the accounts of true Initiates, and with the aid of their 
delirious imaginations, have added fictions of their own and subtracted the marrow of Truth, in an 
attempt to impress the credulous masses with their hand-me-down and faded tales. 


Any fool can gather knowledge (or have it stuffed down their throats); but the wisdom which is required 
to interpret knowledge and use it, is something that each must learn for himself in the school of existence. 
It is life and life experience which is the great Initiator. 


What good is a theory when you are confronted by a person who, through one of life's circumstances, 
cries out for help? Only a person who knows from first-hand experience how relentless and painful a 
suffering heart can be, is able to give comfort to a soul in affliction. 


The timid and the faint-hearted who shy away from sounding the depths of human suffering can never 
be of help to anyone, and would probably stumble and fall over the first sharp stone on the Path. These 
are the helpless, the feeble and the lukewarm, without faith and courage, themselves in need of being 
saved from their miseries. 


And you, as a Student and a Servant on the Path, who is going to comfort you? Your suffering may be 
more intense than the average person's, and at times it may even threaten to overwhelm you, but yet you 
will need to stand alone and apart from the crowd; apart even from friends and family, for they are 
unable to comfort you. It is profoundly true that once the Aspirant enters the Path, life will test him in all 
experiences, taking him to the limits of his capabilities, and then some. 


So who will tend to your battle-wounds? Only your own soul can do that - only the Truth from your own 
soul. From now on the soul will be your only friend and companion. This may seem like a lonely 
proposition to some, and to those who are not in communion with their souls, it will be just that. They 
will be far better off waiting until life's blows will have woken them up, before entering on the Sacred 
Quest. 


"To suffer woes which hope thinks infinite; 
to forgive wrongs darker than death or night; 
To defy Power, which seems omnipotent; 
To love, and bear; to hope till Hope creates 
From its own wreck the thing it contemplates; 
Neither to change, nor falter, nor repent; 
This, like thy glory, Titan! is to be 
Good, great and joyous, beautiful and free; 
This is alone Life, J oy, Empire and Victory!" 
(Shelly) 
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Itis far better not to enter the maze of the Mysteries and try to solve its riddles, only to backslide halfway 
through. If, by now, you feel that the Path holds too many grave responsibilities, tests and trails, not 
worth subjecting yourself to, I suggest you do like the old Wichita Indian who joined the Seven Day 
Absentists. You cain't beat 'um if you want smooth sailin'. 

But if your decision is to stay the course, you cannot do better than to imprint on yourself the first 
principles, for they are the most important. Unless you build on a solid foundation, your castle will be 


washed away by the first strong wave, it being built on shifting sands. 


Learn to build like the Master builders of the Great Pyramid 
and then not even an earthquake will succeed in toppling you. If 
you build in Wisdom, your work will last forever. Truth does not 

\ suddenly come tumbling down; only untruth falls and leaves 

` you stranded without insurance and compensation. 'tis a chill 
wind that blows at such times; and without Wisdom's feathery 
wings to protect you, where will you turn? 


Raymund Andrea, the Grand Master of the Rosicrucian Order 
of Great Britain, gave much invaluable advice to the Aspirant in 
his books 'The Technique of the Disciple' and 'The Technique of the Master'. "He must suffer, must enjoy 
or endure more keenly than other men. - It is indeed a secret cross which perforce he must carry, and the 
effects in himself are often so singular and antagonizing a character that he is apt to question the 
usefulness of submitting to it." 


A life not put to the test; a life without obstacles to overcome, is hardly worth living. Growth is only 
possible in adversity; through battles fought and won. The enemy has to be confronted and overcome. If 
we get driven to our knees by the enemy (and by enemy is here meant the lower passions - the lower 
mind), we have lost the battle through lack of will power and Faith. This is cowardice which, out of 
spiritual laziness, chooses undisturbed tranquility. 


The Occult world is not suited for these prostrated victims, but strangely enough, these are the ones who 
often flock to it, thinking, perhaps, that it is going to, by some supernatural power, give them magical 
adeptness without effort on their part. Have not lurid advertisements told them repeatedly that, for a fee, 
they can obtain all that which their little hearts desire? 


"When heaven is about to impose an important office upon a man, it first embitters his heart in its 
purpose; it causes him to exert his bones and sinews; it lets his body suffer hunger; it inflicts upon him 
want and poverty, and confounds his undertakings. In this way it stimulates his heart, steels his nature, 
and supplies that of which the man would be incapable." (Menicus) 


There are no short-cuts to the Masters; the one and only road is long and full of responsibilities and 
infinite yearnings. It is a most severe apprenticeship and can only be undertaken by a Seeker who has 
questioned his heart and mind and has arrived at the conclusion that he MUST. He will have to know, 
without a doubt, that it is the ONLY PATH. 


Maybe you had something quite different in mind? You may have hoped for a life filled with 
tables rapping, bells tinkling mysteriously, dollar bills materializing in your hand, letters 
| delivered by magic, spirit- writings, and secret hideaways in Tibet - all with which you could 
dazzle and impress your friends. 


_| Your idea of a Master may be of someone who, in his spare time, ‘comes through' from the 
Astral Realms, or perhaps just the good old Himalayas, to perform circus tricks for the 
entertainment of a few bored metaphysical students. 


All this is but childish games of benefit to no one, and who in their right mind would care if the Masters 
can do such things! 


Let me quote H.P. Blavatsky, who, great though she was, started all this nonsense in the first place, 
probably as a trick to get people to listen to the important things she had to say. 


" In 'War in Heaven' is shown, in one of its significations, to have referred to those terrible struggles in 
store for the Candidate for Adeptship - struggles between himself and his (by magic) personified human 
passions, when the enlightened Inner man had to either slay them or fail. In the former case he became 
the 'Dragon slayer’, as having cast off his old skin and being born in a NEW body, becoming a Son of 
Wisdom and Immortality in Eternity." 


This is pure Alchemy; the transmutation of the lower human passions into the Higher. But we must be 
careful not to slay all passions, otherwise we would become inhuman and of no use to anybody, least of all 
to ourselves. The Higher human passions are what turns us into human beings; without them we would 
be less than wild animals. 


"Mind (as well as metals and elements) may be 
transmuted, from state to state; degree to degree; 
condition to condition; pole to pole; vibration to 
vibration. True Hermetic Transmutation is a Mental Art." 


(Kybalion) 


This can be done by an exercise of the Will. Consider the Will as the One Thing of the Sages, without 
which the Great Work cannot be done. The Will is absolutely necessary in order to affect a Mental 
Transmutation; and if you, by means of the Will, 'separate the earth from the fire, the subtle from the 
gross, acting prudently and with great judgement’, you will produce pure gold. 


But this transmutation cannot be performed by the idle, for it takes continual effort, great skill, patience, 
a willingness to recognize error, and the courage to continue with the great work even when all seems 


lost. 
The Philosopher's Stone is given by the Great, Thrice Great Hermes, to those who have been sorely 


tested, and who, in unwavering Faith still continue onward without thought of turning back. 


"To him that overcometh will I give to eat of the hidden Manna, and I will give him a White Stone, and in 
the Stone a new name is written, which no man knoweth saving he that receiveth it." 


Serpents of Wisdom 
Part 3 
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Meditation on God's works elevates the Spirit; and meditation on the divine principles of Light, Life and 
Love, says the Master, "will carry you through life; no matter how hard it may seem at times. You will find 
that your problems will be solved, difficulties will melt away and help will come to you from the most 
unexpected quarters." 


He goes on to say that: "In this way we prepare ourselves to do the work of the Masters. For if we are to 
work for and with them and eventually become Masters ourselves, we must be ready in every way in 
health, clean and sane thinking, charity and love to all. If we are not so prepared we are useless and need 


help instead of offering it freely to others." 


It is always wise to meditate on 
familiar and beautiful things; to lose 
oneself in Nature; in noble and lofty 
thoughts; in gratefulness to God, and 
to encourage Peace within ourselves. 


“Pry eel he payi foe) Lit befo Pour sorines, co puch low office of four bop Dame” 


> To meditate on a foreign term, of which the Aspirant has no deep and real 
t2 understanding, is of little value and it may even cause inaction, which in turn 

halts spiritual growth. A good example of this, is the word OM. We have all 
heard ofit, over and over and over again. But how many know the real 
meaning of this term? Try asking the majority of its venerators and you will 
invariably get some nebulous answer about the J ewel in the Lotus. All this 
sounds very beautiful, but what does the J ewel in the Lotus serve as a symbol 
for? Here is where most of those who have been intoning or meditating on 
this word, will give you a blank stare. They can usually tell you that the word 
is from Sanskrit and give you a kinder-garten style explanation they learnt 
from some modern guru, but that, coupled with the fact that they can even 
write the word in Sanskrit characters, does not constitute a true understanding. 


Let us listen to the Master's words on this matter: 

"A-UM MANI PADME HUM, is everlastingly intoned both in Tibet and elsewhere. The real purpose of it 
is to attain a pure state of meditation by successively closing all the gates to the various worlds of illusion. 
A-um (or OM, as it is wrongly spelled and pronounced), is used to shut out the illusion of the Heavenly 
world; Ma - the world of Spirits; Ni - the earthly human world; Pad - the animal world; Me - the world of 
tantalized specters or elementaries or elementals; Hum - the nether world or Hell. The only trouble is, 
that the mere mumbling of this phrase is entirely useless, and the devotee should meditate on the 
purpose of each syllable for a considerable time, so that he actually succeeds in the closing of all those 
gates - and the way to Truth opens. Moreover, these words should be meditated upon - not spoken." 


A-um is the sacred syllable, the triple-lettered unit; the Trinity in one. In the Katha Upanishad it says 


that A-um is the word that the Vedas glorify. This word is the everlasting Brahman; the highest End. 
When this sacred word is known, all longings are fulfilled; supreme salvation is yours and you will be 
considered great in heaven of Brahman. This obviously does not mean that it is enough to know the word 
A-um or Om superficially. To know a few letters or characters strung together, Sanskrit or not, holds no 
magic or enlightenment in itself, but it does as a sacred symbol." 


Simplicity is to be desired in our Quest for Truth, but to hang the Sanskrit characters A- U-M on a chain 
around your neck, without knowing why, is the wrong kind of simplicity: the kind which will not open the 
gates to the Heaven of Brahman, but may instead leave you wandering helplessly about in the Astral 
Realms of Illusion; or perhaps in the Tibetan Realm of the Densely- Packed, until the time comes for 
another re-incarnation on Earth. 
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Another, far more dangerous practice, popularized by the 
rere e ES ENA fashionable New Age gurus, is the raising of the Kundalini, the 
Aaii gs & a... Serpent- power situated at the base of the spine. It is not something 
gies the uninitiated should meddle with, because, if not properly 


controlled, it can lead to insanity and obsessions of the basest kind. 
Any Aspirant would be well advised to steer absolutely clear of all 


5 p. 1 $ —:== popular theories on the awakening of the Chakras until he can be 
r a / h instructed by an Adept in their uses. There is not a single book to be 
Bo i i ea bought that can instruct one correctly and safely on this matter; for 
pa : | se the truth about the Chakras has never been freely given out to the 
fon 3 | | a masses, any more than has other esoteric teachings. 
ke a | ae The Master says: "It is only by intelligent and expert manipulation 
mee re AS | | a p= of Natural and Universal Principles that any spiritual or material 
come a | 1 > +--+ results can be achieved. Such knowledge can only be attained under 
4 An. E os the wise guidance of masterly men who know the Laws underlying 


such Principles. Such Teachers are found mostly in the Great Mystic 
and Occult Schools or Orders of which there are still a few in the 
present world. 


"But let all beware of the little cliques, circles and furtive 'meetings' of self-proclaimed 'masters', who 
have neither authority, training or knowledge, except the cunning to fleece the aspirant who is misled by 
their bombastic claims." 


The Occult Orders of which the Master speaks in the first paragraph, are not generally known to the 
public, but are the secret orders which exist today, as they always existed in the past. These Orders are 
as well hidden as the First Matter of the Alchemists; the profane and vulgar come into contact with their 
members regularly, but because the sight of the masses has been sealed, they do not recognize them and 
pass by blindly. "For God has blinded their minds and made gross their senses, and left them to carry on 
their experiments with all manner of false substances. Nor do they seem able to perceive their error, or to 
be roused from their idle imaginations by persistent failure." 


Fulcanelli states that: "No one 
^ may aspire to possess the Great 
Secret, if he does not direct his life 
in accordance with the researches 
WA he has undertaken. 


"Itis not enough to be studious, 
active and persevering, if one has 
no firm principles, no solid basis, 
if immoderate enthusiasm blinds 
one to reason, if pride overrules 
yg judgement, if greed expands 
A before the prospect of a golden 
future." Further on, in his 
concluding remarks of the book 
"Le Mystere des Cathedrales' he 
says: "The mysterious science 
requires great precision, accuracy 
and perspicacity in observing the 
facts, a healthy, logical and 
reflective mind, a lively but not 
over- excitable imagination, a 
warm and pure heart. It also 
demands the greatest simplicity 
and complete indifference with 
regard to theories, systems and 
hypotheses, which are generally 
accepted without question on the 
testimony of books or the 
reputation of their authors. It 
requires its candidates to learn to 
think more with their own brains 
and less with those of others. 
Finally, it insists that they should check the truth of its principles, the mowledas of its doctrine and the 
practice of its operations from nature, the mother of us all." 


4 Dd B- Euleanell 


I am aware that Fulcanelli was referring to Alchemy in this instance, but the same philosophy holds 
good for all areas of study. 
It ae in the Divine Pymander that 't in be ore true and ju 
>", This should be the aim of the Disciple o on nihe Path; for that” way lies P Bower ia ad Peace, 


This above all, to thine own self be true; 
And it must follow, as night the day, 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. 
(Shakespeare) 


This does not mean, as some may think, the same as Alistair Crowley's 
‘Do what thou wilt', which implies free license without regard of principles 
and the rights of other people. That kind of behaviour belongs to the 
egoist, ruled by the lower mind, who feels no duty to his fellow man nor 
his own Higher Mind. These are the strong in evil, who, because of their 
strength, often rule and tyrannize their victims - the masses who obey 
them out of spinelessness and fear. 


The main bulk of humanity are made out of cowardly clay and the tyrant 
finds little resistance when he wants to leave his heel print, for most 
people will let him in order to save their own skins. 


Hitler made the comment that : "It is good for rulers that people do not think", and the majority of rulers 
do what they will because the ignorant dolts that go to make up the masses supports and assists them. We 
have all seen humanity, with their arms in the air, cheering and approving of tyrants and debauched 
elected leaders. These images that should drive home to us the profound stupidity of the average man, 
but it does not, for the masses of the world have learnt nothing and are still just as easily swayed by these 
reprobates. After their heroes fall, they make dog-eared excuses and slink away to glorify some other 
malefactor. 


And eventually some mealy-mouthed spinner of yarns, also known as an historian, will turn the hate- 
filled little tyrants into heros; and with the same pen-stroke with which they elevated the mass murderer 
Alexander into "The Great", they will no doubt promte our depraved modern leaders into a variety of 
mighty and omnipotent heros. 


The wise man, filled with a high sense of duty and justice, may do anything he wants to do. He is free to 
be true to himself and need not be controlled by earthly law, for he behaves with common sense (which is 
not as common as one may think), and is a man of principle and honour. This rare person, in his wisdom, 
is not influenced by the customs, opinions and dogmas of an area or era, for he knows that these things 
vary from country to country, religion to religion, person to person, time to time, and therefore cannot be 
true. A wise man acts on, and honours, only the Truth from his own Soul, which he receives via his own 
awakened Higher Mind. 


In 'The Book of Truth’ it says: "Tear yourself away from the 
dogmas of your so-called religious sects, for I (Osiris) say unto 
you that those who order their laws have never yet approached 
into the presence of things spiritual. Nay, all is pomp and 
ceremony, but the true light of the spirit is lacking. I say unto 
you that all this vanity must pass, or else will you yourselves 
pass at the day when the marriage feast of God the Son is 
ordained to take place." 


Being true to oneself is only possible for a person who is filled with true morals, as opposed to the 
morals of churchianity. Guilt, repentance and gnashing of teeth, as a result of ones' actions, will be a thing 
of the past, for actions will be based on Wisdom and words will be words of Truth; duties will be 
performed willingly and cheerfully, in the knowledge that one is in the Service of the Masters. Truth will 
shine in the Disciple's heart like a brilliant beacon, and it will guide and comfort him and benefit all those 
who come into contact with him, whether they know it or not. 


This is the only way to the Masters. The Way of Service. Remember I said Service - not lip-service or 
self-service. 

If this is not mysterious or glamorous enough for you, then go chant some Tibetan mantras, or channel 
some red Indian spirit- guide, until the dreaded Karma slaps you round the ears. 
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Good Karma - bad Karma; we have all heard of it unfortunately - but what is it? You will find the origins 
of it in an old Hindu manuscript called 'The Laws of Manu, chapter xii, titled Transmigration. It teaches 
that he who steals, shall pass a thousand times through the bodies of 
spiders, snakes and lizards. A drunkard shall be reborn as a small or a 
large insect. A man who steals grain, shall spend his next life on earth as 
arat; one who steals honey incarnates as a stinging insect; one who 
steals meat - a vulture; one who steals gems will come back as a 
goldsmith, and so on and so forth. 


It would be interesting to see what would be the fate of one who steals 
. grain, meat and gems, and who also had the misfortune of being a 
drunkard. Would he come back as a bit of this and a bit of that? Similar to a patch work quilt? Who 
knows the mysterious laws of Karma? 


I hesitate to think what would happen to me if I killed a spider inhabited by a wretched thief. Would I 
reincarnate as a thief perhaps? Then, because I was a thief, would I have to be reborn as a spider? The 
plot thickens and so does my confusion. Forgive me all you Karmic emanations who actually live by this - 
I jest but not too irrevenrantly. 


Catholics have lived under the same yoke also, although they call it by a different name - a more familiar 
name, perhaps? and that name is GUILT. Guilt leads to fear, fear leads to cruelty, cruelty leads to 
cowardice, and cowardice leads to inaction, which is the enemy of spiritual growth. 


Karma is also reminiscent of revenge, and you would be excused for thinking that the revengeful god of 
Moses had a hand in the creation of karmic laws. 

To persons, armed with precious common sense, it would be unthinkable that an all-wise, all-powerful 
and loving God would resort to a noxious and hard-hearted failing like revenge. To even think it is 
blasphemy. 

Karma is the vicious circle of 'an eye for an eye’, and was no doubt thought up by some paltry Hindu 
ascetic who wanted everybody to be as miserable as he was himself. 


Blavatsky says, talking on the great antiquity of "The Laws of Manu : "The 
Laws of Manu is the abridgement of the laws, compiled and arranged by 
later Brahmans to serve as an Authority for their ambitious projects, and 
with the idea of creating for themselves a rule of domination." She goes on: 
k "The Brahmans have undeniably remodeled these traditions at some distant 
Mi period, and made many of the actual laws, as they now stand in the Code of 
+’ Manu, to answer their ambitious views." 


And what better way to enslave people than through guilt and fear? In this way are the Holy Teachings 
manipulated, then as now, and there are few, if any, that have not been tampered with in some way. 
Crafty and power-hungry priests have always seen fit to interject fire and brimstone into the original 
teachings of the Great Messengers, in order to keep the flock in line. 


Just because a document or a teaching is ancient, does not mean that it is necessarily sacred. There were 
just as many scoundrels back in the days of yore, for it is true that human nature does not change much. 
Let us therefore always use common sense when we examine any works, ancient or modern. 


The Master says that: "Karma - like everything else - is the realization of a state of consciousness which 
has no connection whatever with actuality. I hope I shall not shock you all thoroughly when I say that 
there is no such thing as Karma. I do not believe in it, any more than I believe in the bogy of sin, as such." 


A life spent in the getting of knowledge, will eventually (and hopefully) lead 
to an increase in wisdom. Good intentions followed by action will not be 
annulled, karmic-style, just because we happen to make a mistake. It is from 
those very mistakes that we should learn to do better next time. The Lords of 
Life have infinite patience with erring humanity. They know that the school 
of life is hard, but they also know that a person is given infinity in which to 
perfect themselves. To think the Lords of Life will take revenge if you put a 
foot wrong, is a hellish idea, and one you would be wise to throw in the trash- 
can along with all other garbage some people would have you believe. Most 
of it is created by the authors of such drivel, out of their need to gain power 
over people, or just simply to earn a fast buck. Protect yourself from these 
irritating spiritual pygmies by developing a healthy dose of skepticism. 
Those who think that skepticism goes hand in hand with doubt, would be 
wrong, for, as Sainte-Beuve said: "A skeptic is not one who doubts but one 
who examines." 


I urge all honest Seekers to examine carefully 
all spiritual meals put in front of them. Only 
when you are convinced that the food is not 
spoiled or poisoned should you eat and digest it. 
Take the advice of St. Paul who told us to prove | 
all things; and only hold fast to that which is 
good. 
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How will we know what is good? For a start, we should learn to tell the difference between evil teachings 
designed to rob us of our freedom (as f.ex. Karma), and the good philosophy that will free us from the 
bonds of slavery. 


Secondly, we should look for simplicity. There are some Students of the Mysteries who seem to imagine 
that the more obscure the phraseology, the wiser the writer or philosopher. And, as the Adept who wrote 
‘The New Chemical Light’ says: "Their interpreters and commentators are more hopelessly unintelligible 
even than their writers whom they take it upon themselves to explain; their exposition is more difficult 
than the text." 


After we have waded through hundreds, or perhaps thousands, of these volumes, we will have given our 
intellect some added muscle, but intellect alone will not lead us to the Hidden Treasure. But let not the 
diligent and God-fearing enquirer despair. If he seek the inspiration of God he will most surely find it. 
This knowledge is more easily obtained of God than of men. 


Rest assured then, gentle Reader, that He will grant this boon to you, if you wait upon Him day by day 
with earnest prayer, and in the power of a holy and loving life. He will throw open to you the portals of 
Nature; and you will be amazed at the simplicity of her operations. Know for certain that Nature is 
wonderfully simple; and that the characteristic mark of a childlike simplicity is stamped upon all that is 
true and noble in Nature. If you would imitate Nature, you should take her simplicity for your model. 


Once we have learnt to attune with all that is good and true, 
we will draw the real Teachers and Masters to us, and 
according to Helvetius in 'The Golden Calf : 

"Blessed is he to whom some Adept graciously flings wide the 
gates of knowledge, and to whom the golden road of the King 
is thus manifested!" 


We will possess true Wisdom when we learn to esteem things according to their value, and not according 
to the esteem of men. This is not easy to do for a beginner whose path is beset with difficulties and 
pestilent delusions, fed to them by charlatans who put on airs of profundity and learning; putting the 
Occult Teachings into utter disrepute with their quackery. 


The next time you listen to some self-proclaimed teacher of the mystical arts (and I don't care if this 
person is famous, infamous, or just a ‘local' with mouth-diarrhea and a Messiah-complex), listen carefully 
to what is being said, and then test it just as carefully. Train yourself to guard against catching every 
diseased opinion of every current epidemic brought into our midst by the latest New Age comet. Ask 
awkward questions if you must; ask on whose authority he or she is speaking, and then measure the 
answer against common sense. 


Do not be awestruck or intimidated by high-flown speech, exotic-sounding phrases, or a lot of gibberish 
about 'unknown qualities’, for many there are who will pepper their speech in order to impress you with 
their 'knowledge’. Similar tactics are often put into practice by the used-car salesman when he wants to 
sell you a worthless rust heap covered in a new and shiny coat of paint. 


However, these occult miscreants and their mongrel teachings exist for the simple reason that there is a 
demand for them. These morons make their living out of idiots, and in a way, they deserve each other. 

In my time, and in different countries, I have 'sat in' on many talks, and I have met many ‘Initiates’ (of 
their own imaginations mostly) through the years, but I must admit I have been left totally disillusioned 
by the majority. Some were unblushing and unrepentant liars; some wise in their own conceit, and others 
were rabid as a result of having been bitten by hallucination. 


I have met 'reincarnations' of Ramses, Merlin, Pythagoras, and Plato, all stripped 
of their former grandeur, and sadly devolved both intellectually and spiritually 
into something reminiscent of what the dog dragged in. 


I have also met a peculiar person who claimed he channeled Horus. Strange, 
because even though he had such a wise and Holy Being on 'the other end of the 
line’, he failed to ask Him wise questions, and I might add, the answers were as 
dim as the medium, causing me to suspect that the poor man mistook his own 
shadow for Horus. This was probably just as well, since the Light of Horus would 
certainly have overpowered and blinded the poor wretch in his present state. 


And, of course, since nobody wants to be outdone by all this psychic power, or to 
be thought of as unblessed or unchosen, we witness women of a certain age tell stories of Masters 
materializing at night in the ladies' bedrooms. Ya Allah!! Let us all hope, for the Masters' sakes, that these 
women were decently attired in long flannelette nightgowns for the duration of the visits. 


These impostors are unaware of the fact that there are, 
at times, true Initiates in their midst, capable of seeing 
right through their dark deceptions and into their very 
souls. As Levi says: 


"How pitiable are men in their ignorance, but 
how they would despise themselves if they only 
came to know." 


There really is no substitute for the true Master. He will not try to impress 
you with the rather childish and crass fish-tales of the pretenders. He does 
not need to, for the true Universal Laws in his possession far excels the 
fantasies of the wind- bags in both wonder and beauty. 

If we want fairy tales, I suggest we turn to Grimm or H.C. Anderson, 
for they were at least honest and never claimed that their stories were 
anything but fiction. 
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Which will you choose? The Master or the charlatan? Let us listen to the advice of the Master: "Man is 
free to choose both good and evil, and is rewarded according to his choice. He is himself to blame for all 
the grief and sorrow which is his self-engendered lot; for he has, perhaps, in wilful ignorance and faulty 
trust, cohered with evil men, being fascinated by their glamour, his lower self in full attunement with 
their sin, thinking it good in his blindness and lack of true perception. Or, being wholly good himself, he 
may in his innocence have credited the evil man with good intentions, whilst the opposite was true." 


A large number of Students of the Mysteries, abandon the Divine Principles for the accomplishment of 
private ends. very often their aim is to be admired or liked by the crowd, preferring to please them rather 
than the Higher Powers. These are the 'good sports' whose ambition it seems, is to be sickeningly 
agreeable to one and all, and they are too busy 'bagging’ approving slaps on the back, to really care what 
is being handed out as a teaching within their circle. These are the leeches - uninterested in, and 
incapable of - independent thought, and who look to any self-proclaimed prophet, sect or religion for 


teachings they can repeat parrot- fashion. 
These good folks can be ‘led by the nose' by any beguiler with enough cunning to take charge. 


“THE DEVIL. 


Serpents of Wisdom 
Part 4 
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How different all this is from the ways of the 
Masters, the Initiates and their Disciples! ! 
Fulcanelli explains: "They are pledged to no oath 
and bound together by no statute; their free will is 
subject to only one rule voluntarily accepted and 
obeyed: the discipline of the Hermetic 
Philosophy. They do not know one another, they 
have no meeting place, no headquarters, no 
temple, no ritual, no exterior mark by which they 
can be recognized. They were, and still are, lonely 
workers scattered about the world, 'cosmopolitan' 
researchers in the narrowest sense of the word. 
Since the Adepts were conscious of no hierarchy, 
the Brotherhood was not looked upon as rank; to 
it they dedicated their secret work, their 
experience, the positive Light that had been 
revealed to them by a living Faith." 


It takes the kind of courage which can only come 
from true Faith, to stand alone, apart from the 
crowd (that some mistakenly see as a support 
group); to depart from all ceremonies, rituals and 
public acts of devotion. Most humans have a 
gluttonous need to show off to others their 
accomplishments; and when they have no 
accomplishments to justly announce, they tend to 
gravitate into the spiritual zone where it is possible to claim unverifiable, nebulous accomplishments. In 
their eagerness to 'be thought somebody’, they often associate with evil men who take advantage of their 
defect, and who use them as instruments to spread their own rotten teachings. 


You may reason that these cranks, holding their furtive, little meetings, and giving their inane and 
boring talks, and writing their sensational and superficial books, are not exactly evildoers. You may, 
perhaps, find them harmless and well-intentioned, imagining them to really be trying to bring 
enlightenment to us all. I shall give you the Master's answer: 


"It is the greatest sin to alter by one iota my Holy 
Words revealed to man in general. And this is 
truly said, for upon him who dares this risk will 
fall awesome punishments, unless himself he be a 
Master, who knows the Laws of the Within. Then - 
should he deem it necessary - he may explain the 
secret Truths unto the few, and for their 
understanding only. The rest must wait until they 
are ready too, to be initiated with the Light." 


The American TV evangelists are the best examples of how dangerous is the practice of changing the 
Holy Scriptures to suit the needs of the reprobate businessmen who run the shows. They have taken the 
words of THEIR master and turned it into a money-making machine. 


Nothing is sacred to these putrid abominations, and their credulous followers get exactly what they 
deserve. Who can cry for people who refuse to see that which is quite plain to others? 


This kind of extortion is painfully self-evident among the TV preachers, but not altogether peculiar to 
them. The so-called New Age and the majority of the Occult Orders are also infested with the same 
vermin, but maybe here it is hidden under a greater subtlety. To be able to detect the large part of the 
deception, you have to be trained by the Masters in the real Occult Sciences, but unfortunately, few have 
been so blessed. One of the most obvious reasons for this, is that the majority appear to be satisfied with 
imitations. As AEsop says in his fables: "Men often applaud an imitation, and hiss the real thing." 


That this is true can be clearly seen when we discover the thousands of books written, claiming to have 
‘re-discovered' (a strange term to use for something that was never lost 
but has always been in the keeping of the Great Masters) the beliefs 
and practices of the ancient Druids. The public's ferocious appetite for 
what is given out as lost rites and magical practices of the Druids is 
astonishingly great, and considering the fact that a Student at their 
Mystery Schools had to spend more than twenty years committing 
their Sacred Teachings to memory, it is also astonishingly naive to 
imagine that we can learn anything real from these cheap books. And 
since the Druids never put their beliefs down in writing, we wonder 
from which stagnant pool the authors of such books fished their 
inspiration. 


= Even Stonehenge, standing 

= there for all to see, remains a 

mystery to this day. This 

monument can be seen, 

== touched, measured and read by all and sundry; and it can be 

“= read and studied by ‘experts’, sensitives and unsensitives alike, 

-+ but all to no avail! Stonehenge, like the Sphinx, keeps its secrets. 
== ; #& And who shall, these days, explain to us the rich symbology of 

ihe Caildron: of Caridwen: of Gwion Bach who swallowed three drops of the content of the Cauldron; of 

Morda the blind man; of the Horses of Gwyddno; of Elphin, and of the Hare, the Greyhound, the Fish, the 

Hawk, the Grain of Wheat and the Black Hen, all found in the story of Taliesin in the Mabinogion? And 

who shall unravel the poems of the Chief Bard Taliesin? 


"Minstrels preserve in their false custom, 
immortal ditties are their delight; 
Vain and tasteless praise they recite; 
Falsehood at all times do they utter." 
(Taliesin. The Spite of the Bards) 


All that is written about the Mystery Teachings of the Druids , the 
wise Oak Men of old, is nothing but speculation and theory; and 
sometimes not even theory but only crude invention. 


If you are interested in reading about the history of the Celts, and 
about the wisdom of their leaders, then read Pliny, who has much to 
say about them, and who, after all, observed them at close range 
unlike the modern day hallucinator. 


The Druids are not the only ones being used as an instrument to line 
the pockets of cunning malefactors; the Ancient Egyptians, Scandinavians, Gnostics, the Popol Vuh of the 
Quiche Mayans along with the Hermetic Teachings, have also been put to the same mis-use. 


Hermes Trismegistus, the Scribe of the Gods, whose Secrets, according to Zosimus of Panopolis, was 
regarded as an esoteric art and was revealed exclusively to the Egyptian Hierophants and their Initiates at 
the Mystery Schools. 


Nothing has changed since then, for the Secrets are still only known to the Adepts, in spite of what the 
rabble claim. 


In the preface to 'The Glory of the World' it is written: "The books of the Alchemists seem to have had a 
dual purpose: firstly, one of inter-communication between Masters of the Art, many of whom remained 
anonymous, or used pseudonyms; secondly, as an advertisement to possible seekers that there was a 
mystery to be sought. The works themselves make it clear that one cannot follow the Art from books 
alone, and that the would-be adept must seek a Master in order to learn the secrets of the Art....." 


Again we discover that the only way a Student of the Mysteries can find his way through the maze, is with 
the aid of a kindly Master. All else is worthless opinion, vain assumptions and empty conceit, being based 
on error and ignorance. 


The 'Kybalion' says that: "The half-wise, recognizing the comparative unreality of the Universe, imagine 
that they may defy its Laws - such are vain fools, and they are broken against the rocks and torn asunder 
by the elements by reason of their folly. The truly wise, knowing the nature of the Universe, use law 
against laws; the higher against the lower; and by the art of Alchemy transmute that which is worthy, and 
thus triumph. Mastery consists not in abnormal dreams, visions and fantastic imaginings or living, but in 
using the higher forces against the lower - escaping the pains of the lower planes by vibrating on the 
higher. Transmutation, not presumptuous denial, is the weapon of the Master." 


Let the Student's aim constantly be to deserve the attention of the Masters through sane thinking, 
through Love and Service to our fellow man, and through Faith; and lo!..... the Master will appear. "But 
who is this Master?" asks Isha Schwaller De Lubicz. "Have patience. You want to know too soon; he who 
would win perfect knowledge must begin by recognizing his perfect ignorance. If you were not deceived 
by words, you would not have failed to recognize the Master already." 
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I have heard it said that the peoples of this world are becoming more aware and spiritual; that after the 
turn of the Century we will yet again celebrate the arrival of the New Golden Age. Between then and now, 
a variety of disasters such as earthquakes, volcanic outbreaks, wars, etc... all culminating in the shifting of 
the poles, have been predicted to take place. I cannot speak for the disasters, but will leave such things to 
the Great Powers whose work it is to visit on us such events as will benefit our growth, although I do have 
doubts as to the early arrival of the Golden Age. 


Blavatsky says in her ‘Secret Doctrine’ that: "The cycle is moving down and, as it descends, the physical 
and bestial nature of man develops more and more at the expense of the Spiritual self." 


Weare at the moment about 5000 years into the Kali Yuga age. It is the fourth and last age, and 
according to Fulcanelli, it is "an age of misery, misfortune and decrepitude". The ancient Hindu Cycles 
states that the Kali Yug will take 432,000 years to work itself out. This means that we still have 427,00 
years remaining of this dark age, and, of course, just as many years before the arrival of the next Golden 
Age. 


In the Vishnu Purana there is a prophecy concerning the Kali Yuga and it runs as follows: 

"The whole world will be in turmoil. There will be rulers upon the earth of churlish spirit, violent 
temper, and ever addicted to falsehood and wickedness. They will inflict death upon women and children, 
size the property of their subjects; they will be of limited power, their lives will be short and their desires 
insatiable. People of various countries will mingle with them and follow their example; the people will 
perish, wealth and piety will decrease until the world will be wholly depraved. Property alone will confer 
rank; wealth will be the only source of devotion; passion will be the sole bond of union between the sexes; 
falsehood will be the only means of success in litigation; and women will be objects merely of sensual 
gratification, and external types will be the only distinction of the several orders of life. A rich man will be 
considered pure; dishonesty will be the universal means of subsistence; weakness the cause of 
dependence; menace and presumption will be substituted for learning; liberality will be devotion; mutual 
assent, marriage; fine clothes, dignity. He who is the strongest will reign; the people, unable to bear the 
heavy burdens will flee; thus decay will constantly proceed, until the human race approaches 
annihilation." 


This prophecy, written thousands of years ago, no longer sounds like a prophecy, but more like fact. This 
is life, perfectly described, at the end of the twentieth century, and it makes one shudder to see how easily 
humanity has taken to this life-style; like a duck takes to water. 


These are the reasons why the Disciple of the Path have a duty to keep 
the Flame alive for their brethren - for the few who are getting weary 
and who are earnestly searching for a better way. The merely curious 
will fall away of their own accord, returning to the manifold deceptions 
of the New Age with its various cults, sects and personalities. 


This is an age when we make horrible wars on one another, not to 
establish justice on earth, but out of greed for wealth and lust for 
power. We imagine we are no longer savage, that we are sophisticated 
and progressive, educated and civilized. We smile condescendingly at 
our forefathers with their Pyramids, hieroglyphs, works of art, manifold 
Gods, sacred writings and 'heathen' beliefs; replace it all with 
skyscrapers, modern art, psychiatry, television, cars and atom bombs - 
and curiously call it progress. 


We stress the importance of education for all - and we seem to have - 
in the words of Machen, "the crazy notion that a man who can read a 
book is educated, while a man who cannot read is uneducated." He goes 
on to say: "It would be, perhaps, too much to say that education in any 
real sense is utterly impossible at the present day. It must be a work of 
enormous difficulty; for true teaching that can be given from books or from word of mouth is 
straightaway contradicted and annulled by the whole atmosphere and circumstance of modern life. How 
can we truly learn beauty if our days are passed for the most part in a horrible orgy of hideousness and 
corruption? How can we expect a factory hand to realize the beauty, the wonder, the mystery of anything 
whatever when his whole life is passed in some soul-and-mind and body destroying occupation; when his 
daily work is hardly more intelligent than that of the cogs and endless bands and poison vats which he 
has to supervise - and his only holiday is made up of a nightmare, washed down with much adulterated 
beer? A man who lives such a life can see nothing and understand nothing; he has, not by his own fault, 
but by the fault of his master and spiritual teachers, fallen again from Paradise; and, so far as one can see, 
his one idea of happiness is to turn out his master and become a master himself - which is about as 
foolish and futile as if one proposed to regenerate America by seeing that every adult citizen became a 
millionaire. One discovers but little hope for such men as these; and the so-called education that is given 
them is probably but the adding of fuel to the flames of their burning - it is a giving of a picture gallery to 
a blind man. It has been shown again and again that the result of more than fifty (at the time Machen was 
writing) years' compulsory 'education' has been the creation of a race of ferocious and degraded 
hooligans." 


Instead of evolving, humanity seems to be 
degenerating. The trend does not appear 
to be towards a better and brighter future, 
but towards a living hell. What will be the 
outcome? Those who are already awake, 
will know; those who are asleep, do not 
care. 


"A hundred ages we had kept 

Cradled in visions of hate and care, 

And each one who waked as his brother slept, 
Found the truth....... " 

(Shelly. Prometheus) 
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There are many who long for beauty and justice but feel overwhelmed by the corruption and the evil in 
the world, and are at a loss as to how to even begin to make a difference. They feel powerless against the 
self-serving system, and after a few futile attempts at being heard, they give up, forgetting that without 
the help of the Higher Powers, little, if anything can be achieved. Whereas, if a person approaches the 
Holy Beings with petitions for help or guidance with a sincere and trusting heart, their prayers will be 
answered. There are specific ways of doing this and I will give you one of the ways of the Masters: 


"To address the Higher beings you must never kneel down; for the act of kneeling down lowers the 
whole attitude of the petitioner, and brings him in attunement with the lower worlds of beings; with the 
material, or even lower. Therefore, the supplicant should stand upright, with arms crossed over the breast 
and one hand resting lightly on each shoulder. He should look UP. Furthermore, he should address his 
petition silently and mentally; for the spoken word issues from within outwards, and as soon as itis 
uttered it flows into the material realms of illusion and is lost there. It can then have material results only 
and, at the worst, they may be dire in the extreme, or being answered with satanic laughter by the lower 
elementals if the prayer should be in connection with Spiritual conditions. The only powers that can be 
addressed with the spoken word are the dark beings, or the material. In order to petition the Divine 
denizens of the Spiritual Realms, the prayer should be from without inwards; from the material to the 
Spiritual. That is the only way in which such prayers will reach the goal for which they are intended. At 
the same time, the supplicant should raise up his thoughts. They should go inwards and upwards, and 


always silently. 
"Here is a Prayer which is absolutely Spiritual, and yet can have marvelous results for the good of ALL 
mankind if sincerely projected in the manner I have just described; - 


"Life, Light and Love, 

May the Spirit of Goodness reach out into all Space. 
May the positive POWERS of these Principles 
overcome all negative conditions. 

And may Peace Profound reign everywhere. 

So mote be it. 

Amen. Amen. Amen. 


"Face the East when doing this, and do it as many times each day and night as you wish. 
"This will help the world in general, for you will attune with the Great White Brotherhood of all the 
Divine and Spiritual Entities; and they will HEAR you and ACT." 


These are the Teachings of a truly Great Master on how to Send Forth the Light to combat the evil in 
this world. We are never alone, for there are always Divine Beings nearby, waiting to help us; but we have 
to approach them, of our own free will, before they can come to our assistance. For as long as we imagine 
we can do it unaided, our conceit will bar all communications with the Spiritual Realms, and the only 
‘inspiration’ we receive will be from the lower beings who take delight in misleading and destroying all 
that is good and true. 


Bernard Shaw correctly observes: 
"Common people do not pray; they only beg." 


Instead of groveling on our knees, asking God for 
whatever little thing our hearts desire, our prayers should 
be more like Blavatsky's will- prayer - an internal 
command. 


The Will is the first of all Powers. Through the human 
Will the passions are made to correct themselves; but will 
or intent of purpose must be followed by Action. To 
merely talk and have good intentions will lead us 
nowhere. The idle who dozes and loafs and languishes in 
spiritual sloth, die before they wake up, like bad seeds 
that never come to fruition. These are the cowardly gray 
masses who swarm the earth like clouds of locusts; they are filled with fear and irresolution and labour 
under the mistaken belief that they are virtuous in their apathy. But virtue can not rise out of inertia and 
a dull person can never become a magician. 


We have to meet life head on, conquer life's obstacles through will-power and act as one who desires 
goodness. The human will grows through usage and adversity, for adversity is the creator of the will, in 
the same way as shadow or darkness is the creator of the Light. Therefore adversity and darkness are not 
evils visited upon us in order to confound us, but are instead tools to be used to enable us to grow towards 
the Goodness of the Light. 


All genuine mystics love action; for they, above all other people realize that what they see they can 
never obtain unless they do what they can to raise themselves, step by step, to become nobler. Learn to 
enjoy a challenge, for without this drive you will complacently ‘chew the cud' with the rest of the herd. 


This is one of the reasons why Karma should be abolished, for it leads to dread of action, making a 
person hesitant to move for fear of doing something wrong. Thus, Karma becomes the avoidance of 
adversity; the very adversity needed for the removal of ignorance and the growth of the all-important will. 


Levi states that: "Every man is either good or bad. No middle course is possible. The 
indifferent, the lukewarm are not good; they are consequently bad, and the worst of all 
bad, for they are imbecile and cowardly. The battle of life is like a civil war; those who 
remain neutral betray both parties alike, and renounce the right to be numbered among 
the children of the fatherland." 


Only a person who is bold and fearless in the face of 
adversity, will be counted among the faithful. Such a 
one will know that the Lords of Life and Light assists 
< and protects the warrior who fights with the Sword of 
=~ Righteousness and who never allows the worm of 

> doubt to live, or for sleep to overtake his wakefulness. 

4 This is the Child of Light who rises from the ashes of 
w@ ignorance, like the Phoenix, and flies off on wings of 
truth towards the Light. 


"T am the Lion-god coming forth with extended 
strides. I have shot arrows and wounded the prey. I 
am the Eye of Horus. I have conquered. Let the 
Osiris Ani advance in Peace." 

(Egyptian Ritual) 
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When the Masters say action, they do not mean that you should toil and sweat until you drop. To labour 
like a cart-horse in order to keep a business going or to make a fortune, is wrong, for what is a man 
profited, if he shall gain the whole world and lose his own soul? 


We have all come across the pitiful slaves who work all day and often far into the night, seven days a 
week, in order to hang unto their position in life; climbing executive ladders, driving bargains, peddling, 
soliciting, hawking, canvassing, bidding and thieving, simply to get rich. To watch these mortals, whipped 
by greed and ambition, half dead from their feverish efforts, is a deplorable sight. They toil and grind, 
drudge and slave, as if driven by the demon himself - like berserkers with work-assignments from 
Niflheim. And for what? Some miserable earthly 'kingdom' they never even have the time to enjoy! If we 
put all our time and effort into building a material empire, and then, as life goes, we happen to lose it all, 
what will we have left? As Al-Ghazali states: "You possess only whatever will not be lost in a shipwreck." 


Should Providence want you to succeed in a venture, you will achieve success with a healthy amount of 
honest effort; but if you go against the grain, you may have to continually breathe life into a thing that 
was not meant to exist. 


It is, in fact, ignorance, or a kind of madness, to strive too much to gain the things which are beyond our 
reach; and if we strive too much to gain the things which are not for us, we may lose the things that were 
intended for us. 


If you lose all your worldly goods, 
And only have two loaves of bread - 
Sell one of them: take what you get, 
And buy some flowers for your Soul instead. 
(Sa‘adi) 


A Student of the Mysteries should carefully guard against too much seriousness and austerity. The Path 
is strewn with haunted shadows, dressed like morticians and with complexions the colour of ectoplasm, 
who avoid all merriment and act like waiters at a four star restaurant. Wherever they walk, they puff up 
arid dust clouds of their own grave self-importance, and are about as jolly and optimistic as a sacrificial 
victim at a satanic mass. 


These dull mortals want to give the impression that they are carrying the wisdom of the world on their 
slouched shoulders, but one look behind their screen of pretended piousness should uncover a nest of 
vanities with hungry, open mouths, waiting for their daily feed of puffed-up worms. 


Somehow (who knows how?) their ventilated brains got hold of the wrong 
end of the divining rod and they mistook solemnity for wisdom, as Americans 
will often mistake the Grand ol' Opry for culture. 


Over-seriousness is an affectation and a sign by which we may recognize the 
person who pretends to be holy and wise, making up for the lack of inner 
spirituality by attempting to appear as if they are grappling with the deep 
mysteries of the Universe. 


Michel de Montaigne asks: "Is there anything so assured, resolved, disdainful, 
contemplative, solemn and serious as an ass?" He also says: "No one is exempt 
from talking nonsense; the mistake is to do it solemnly." 


And we all talk nonsense most of the time, and if we are without vanity we will admit to it and laugh 
about it; but if we are wrapped up in self-love and pride, we will take offense at others lightly brushing 
aside our 'deep and profound' statements. Our feelings will be hurt and we sulk like spoiled children who, 
momentarily, are not getting the attention we feel is rightfully ours. 


Whereas, Wisdom brings joy, and when you are filled with joy, you can afford to bring humour and 
laughter into your life. A sense of humour is the mark of the Sage, but solemnity is the mark of a Fool. 


Be Free and Live! Forget all about the bigots who damns you to hell for not believing as they do. Their 
opinions are mean-spirited and irrelevant and their eagerness to condemn you for ‘behaving badly’ is 
great. They will make you a'sinner’ for a word, and their boasts about morals, doctrines and diets should 
be esteemed no higher than you would a braying ass. What they say, let them say. 


Epictetus told us that if a man is unhappy, it is his own fault, for God made all men to be happy. And the 
Master adds to this: "There is no absurdity which has not its defender. If the absurdity be too stupid it 
will destroy itself in the end, and there is no need to worry about it. But good fun, which keeps young the 
heart and mind, is like true virtue: we cannot do without it, and it will keep people away from vice." The 
Master also says: "Happiness is an Illusion. Sorrow is an Illusion. Better be deluded by happiness." A 
person who is always depressed, serious or angry, is unbalanced and lacks faith in the protection that 
comes from the Higher Powers to one who puts his trust in God. 


The Master asks: "Have you come to the blessed realization that nothing can hurt you if you have faith 
in God's love? 


"Have you not come through countless incarnations and is it not true that nothing can destroy the 
eternal y ou that is part of God the Father? Then why be anxious, or have fear?" 


These questions are particularly apt in an age where we put so much trust in 
psychology, and run to see a psychoanalyst, therapist, counselor, or whatever 
else one should wish to call these busybodies, with all our real and imagined 
problems. From them, we learn to shift the blame for our own weaknesses over 
to such absurdities as co- dependencies - whatever that is. We learn to call 
ourselves dysfunctional when we indulge in bad, criminal, or just plain stupid 
behaviour. These doctors of the mind flourish in spite of the fact that they 
understand nothing of the human mind; treating the effects they see with 
theories that have sprung out of guesswork, and not even good guesswork on the 
whole. They do not understand that a person has a Higher and a lower mind, 
nor do they understand the battles fought between these two opponents. 


That the eyes of these self-opinionated doctors were opened, would be too 

much to hope for. Their vision is obscured by their own conceit and what they desire is not the truth but 
proof of their own opinions and foregone conclusions. That is not all - they charge a fee for their 
ignorance! 


I think we can safely sweep aside these shrinks along with the other quacks of the New Age (for they 
belong in the same garbage-can), and settle for the fact that, in the words of P.B. Medawar: "........ 
psychoanalytic theory is the most stupendous intellectual confidence trick of the twentieth century." 


The Master says: "There are as many ways to Heaven as there have been, are, and will be human beings, 
provided they sincerely wish for this divine felicity. The best a man can do is to thank the Celestial Spirits 
for all good things when they come; to be patient in all adversity; to ask forgiveness when he has erred 
and offended against the Laws (which are engraved on each man's heart, if he will but heed and read 
them); thus, when he has gone astray somehow, help will always be sent to lift him up again; for the Gods 
are terribly patient. By avoiding evil to the best of his ability, he will keep the mirror of his heart clean, 
and the ever-loving Sons of Light will do the rest; for they understand: having once been frail men 
themselves. If mankind would only realize this truth, they would strive with all their might to rise to all 
that is good, loving, and merciful. Then the world would at once become an Earthly Paradise, and the 
human wolves, jackals and tigers which now abound would lay themselves down by the side of the meek 
and lowly, and turn their ferocious will to the purpose of helping their Brethren instead of destroying 
them." 


Let us ask the Master if this will ever come to pass: 
"The Great Message has rung forth many times, and 
those who have listened have been saved. It is the new- 
comers, who have but lately evolved from the Shadows, 
who must ever be taught anew. The True Teachings 
should never cease; nor would they if all men were 
always ready to receive them, but all have to learn their 
lessons in the hard school of the material before they 
can ascend to the spiritual. After each period of 
darkness appears a Torch- Bearer who is willing to 
sacrifice himself in order to bring to Man the Holy 
Illumination of Truth; and those who are sufficiently 
evolved will hear and follow." 
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Idries Shah, in his book 'Learning how to Learn’, says: "You ask how studies 
deteriorate. One of the causes is the sheer weight of numbers of deluded or 
superficial people who demand 'deep or 'spiritual knowledge’. They create a 
supply-and-demand situation which can cause so much imitation of teaching 
and learning that the studies' imitation is taken for the real." 


Although the esoteric Teachings of the Masters never deteriorate, metaphysics or the occult, in an 
exoteric sense, has turned into a sideshow of freaks; and it is to be hoped that one of their hideous little 
Aliens will arrive in a gigantic spaceship and whisk these mystery-mongers away to some remote planet, 
re-named Abracadabra in their honour. 


Imitation is always dressed up in confused and fantastic 
sounding teachings which take their students along roads that 
lead nowhere, and where, eventually, detours will have to be 
made, and other roads tried. This type of seeker will normally 
choose the broad highways thronged with other seekers like 
themselves, and who entice them with loud boasts, loud music, 
and cheap thrills. Few, if any, notice the narrow, little dirt road, 
covered in sharp rocks, leading off to the side. Nobody stands at 

its entrance advertising its glorious Destination; it has no arrow 
* pointing to it and no street sign has been afforded this simple 
Path. Its virtue can onlyb be understood by those whose Higher Minds have become active. These Seekers 
will gratefully separate from the crowd and start their lonely journey along what at first seems an 
uninviting and testing path. Only their Faith keep them moving forward until all the tests of the Path have 
been overcome, and until the day arrives when they can be Initiated with the Light. 


These Initiates will then know that only the simple Truth can stand unadorned by worldly opinion, 
human reasoning and vain intellect - all empty glories which feed off the approval, applause, and flattery 
of those whom Shakespeare called 'the plumeless genus of bipeds'. 


The things that are most hidden and unperceived by the majority, are often those we see, handle, and 
experience on a regular basis; as, for example, the apple must have dropped on countless heads before it 
fell on Newton's. We are told by the Alchemists that we come into contact with the Mercury of the Sages, 
the Prima Materia, in our daily lives, and yet, its virtue goes undiscovered by scientists, priests, and 
housewives alike, and is revealed only to the Chosen of God. 


So what is that mysterious something which 
causes us to be Chosen of God? What is it which 
eventually wakes us up and makes us aware? 
What rends the Veils? What are the Veils? 


We need not go to the mysterious and exotic for our answer; neither do we need to have enough money 
to travel to faraway Tibet, India, or Egypt. We do not need to be titled or to have a University degree; nor 
do we need to go to California to attend New- Age workshops, or to go to Sedona to have our brains 
pickled by charlatans - for Thoth and the Seven Divine Masters of Wisdom made the secret accessible to 
all, and the Keys to the Temple are intricately simple to find. 


Let us start by examining the last question: What are the Veils? The Veils are ‘hung up’ by that master 
draper, the lower mind: layer upon layer of it. These layers consists of: Opinion, Hatred, Cruelty, Greed, 
Envy, Intolerance, Vanity, Pride, Credulity, Jealousy, Materialism, Lust, Self-righteousness, J udgement 
of others........ need I go on? 


These are the traits of the lower mind and as long as these are allowed to master us, they will shut out the 
Light from our Higher Mind. The Veils are our lower emotions and passions, and unless we can 
transmute these into the Virtues of the Higher Mind by means of Mental Alchemy, we shall continue to 
exist as blobs of the base and lackluster metals. Our minds will be rusted, stiff and opinionated iron; our 
hearts will be cold and cruel steel; and we will drag our heavy, leaden feet through our self-created 
spiritual swampland, trying all the while to keep from sinking into the slime. 


The transmutation of the lower emotions into the Higher is True Magic. Nothing else will do. You can 
waste lifetimes on ritual, ceremonies, conjurations, on running after gurus, on consulting tarot cards and 
astrologers, on talismans and cheap incense, on incomprehensible tomes or the childish literature of the 
thrill-seekers; but the fact still remains that, until you have become thoroughly disillusioned and 
disgusted with all the false teachers and teachings in existence, you will not look for the real thing. Until 
you stop seeking for the answers outside yourself and look to the Master within, the Higher Mind, you 
will be like the mongrel who barks up the wrong tree. 


But when the time comes that you are guided by your Higher Self, answers to seemingly unsolvable 
questions will come. The lower mind with its incessant chatter and tyrannical self-interest will be stilled, 
powerless against the patient and loving rule of the Higher mind who guides with J ustice and Mercy. At 
such a time, the Cabala will yield its secrets to you; the Druids will invite you to drink from their 
Cauldron; St J ohn will let you share his Revelation; the Sphinx will tell you all that she had witnessed; 
Osiris will free your limbs from the mummy- cloth, and Thoth- Hermes will write your name in the Scroll 


of Life. 


"Hail Soul, thou mighty one of strength! Verily I am here, I have 

come, I behold thee. I have passed through the Tuat (the underworld), I 
have seen my Divine Father Osiris, I have scattered the gloom of night. 
I am his Beloved One. I have stabbed the heart of the darkness of Set 
(the lower mind). I have performed all the ceremonies for my Divine 
Father Osiris. I have opened every way in Heaven and on Earth. I have 
made a Victorious Path for myself." 


When you have fought the lower emotions and won, you will be the Victorious Warrior of Light who 
draws forth the Sword of Righteousness from the Stone; the Excalibur of Wisdom which, here on Earth, 
should be used to protect the weak, the poor, the sick and the needy, and also as a pointer to direct other 


worthy Seekers to the Path of the Masters. 


Never again will you have to ask: who, where and what are the Masters, for you will KNOW. And your 
reunion will be celebrated with tears of joy and laughter; and as the great poet Shelly said: 'tis something 


sadder, sweeter far than all. 


It is fitting that I should end with the words of a Great Soul, the Beloved Master whose words have been 
quoted throughout this little patchwork quilt. 


"Brothers and Sisters: A great work is waiting for you all. It is the work of the true mystic, it is the work of 
the Great White Brotherhood. It is the work of the Adepts who by means of consistent self-development, 
have fitted themselves in the ruling of the world. But it is not necessary for us to rule the world from a 
throne, or by means of dictatorship. We must rule the world by love and service. That is our work. The 
preparation for this need neither be long or arduous; all that you need is goodwill, and persistence; and 
Love. And the result of this work to you will also be the power to control forces both in the spiritual and 
physical realm. The Masters will impart to you wisdom by communion and inspiration; which is 
otherwise unobtainable. 


"And their protecting hand will be over you and they will cover you with their feathery wings and keep 
you from all harm. As the Master says: '......and lo, I am with you always, even unto the end of the world." 


"If you do all these things there will at times shine from you a light such as you see in the famous picture 
'The Presence’; a light that is not of this earth but of the celestial realms where is the House of the Father, 
the House with many mansions. You yourself will become a Presence, and even if your light cannot be 
seen, it will be felt; for it can never be entirely hidden." 


"May we all receive grace to be found worthy for this great work, and may the blessings of Light, Life and 
Love be with you now and for ever and bring you Peace Profound." 


AMEN. 


Just Because You’re Smart, Doesn’t Mean You're Not Stupid 
By Neal Pollock 


I. Ba ‘ound 


A. People are mostly unconscious or subconscious, not conscious 


L Levels of Consciousness: rational, irrational, non-rational 
a. personal unconscious or subconscious (Freud/J ung) 
b. collective unconscious (J ung) 
c. conscious mind--a new development 


2. The J ohari window: 
a. what you know you know 
b. what you know you don’t know 
c. what you don’t know you know 
d. what you don’t know you don’t know 


3. Basic character set in childhood (mostly unconscious) 
a. lots of trial and error 
b. learn from examples (how parents act) 
c. conscience is a non-rational process 


B. People like to believe they are in control (i.e. conscious) 


L simple observation belies this belief 
2. belief differs from knowledge; few study epistemology 
3. people ascribe expertise to college degrees and job titles 
a. most scientists have never studied the Philosophy of Science 
b. understanding a specialty does not imply understanding per se 


C. Our society supports a belief in causation--a bottoms-up approach--past 
drives the present 


L J ung developed synchronicity-- meaningful coincidence 
2. J ung spoke of a top-down approach, a teleological approach 
a. the desired goal, for instance, drives the present from the future 
3. when planning a journey you need both the start point and the end point 
a. as the Mad Hatter told Alice, if you don’t know where you're going, any 
road will take you there. 
4. inductive vs. deductive reasoning; Yin vs. Yang; the play of opposites 


D. Knowledge (relationships & symbols) vs. Convention (definitions & signs) 


L VA Standards of Learning in History for instance--memorization 

2. mostly we are taught conventions, not knowledge 

3. understanding comes through knowledge, not convention 

4. knowledge can be experiential vs. intellectual 

5. convention is only intellectual, surface oriented 

6. people filter/ color/ screen percepts -- e.g. via Myers- Briggs preferences 


E. Individuals are not constant, they are dynamic 


L bi-directional communications are dyadic, interactive 

2. roles: “where you stand depends on where you sit.” 

3. society/ group effects: (paraphrasing J ung) when a group of people put 
their heads together you get one big fathead. 


II. Ethics and People (based on the above observations and 


conclusions) 


A. Traditional morality is not based on individual conscious discrimination/ 
thinking: 


(J ung, C. G. Civilization in Transition CW10, Princeton U. Press, Princeton, NJ 
1964 p. 357) - “The mere observance of a codified ‘Thou shalt not’ is not in any 
sense an ethical decision, but merely an act of obedience and, in certain 
circumstances, a convenient loophole that has nothing to do with ethics.” 


L Group psychological effects: 


(J ung, The Symbolic Life CW18, p. 571) - “Thus a hundred intelligent people 
together make one hydrocephalus. The psychology of masses is always inferior, 
even in their most idealistic enterprises. The whole of a nation never reacts like 
anormal modern individual, but always like a primitive group being. . Man in 
the group is always unreasonable, irresponsible, emotional, erratic, and 
unreliable. Crimes the individual alone could never stand are freely committed 
by the group being.. ‘The larger an organization the lower its morality.” 


(J ung, Psychological Types: p. 449) - “The more a man’s life is shaped by the 
collective norm, the greater is his individual immorality.” 


(J ung, Civilization in Transition: p. 228) - “Any large company composed of 
wholly admirable persons has the morality and intelligence of an unwieldy, 
stupid, and violent animal.” 


B. Ethics (as work) based on individual conscious discrimination/ thinking: 


(Creativity and Work by Elliott J aques: p.332) - “what is experienced as psychic 
effort in work--the intensity or weight of responsibility--is entirely concerned 
with the discretionary content of work. To conform to rules and regulations and 
other prescribed aspects of work requires knowledge; you either know or you do 
not; but it does not require the psychic effort of discretion and decision, with its 
attendant stirring of anxiety. I was able to demonstrate that weight or level of 
responsibility is objectively measurable in terms of the maximum spans of time 
during which discretion must be exercised by a person on his own account. The 
longer the span of time, the more the unconscious material that must be made 
conscious, and the longer must uncertainty about the final outcome and the 
anxiety about one’s judgement and discretion be tolerated. In short, the longer 
the (p. 333) path toward gratification chosen.. the greater is the experience of 
psychic effort or work.” 


C. Ethics as a dynamic vs. static process: 


(Freud and Psychoanalysis p. 288) - “We should never forget that what today 
seems to us a moral commandment will tomorrow be cast into the (p.289) 
melting-pot and transformed, so that in the near or distant future it may serve 
as a basis for new ethical formations. This much we ought to have learnt from 
the history of civilization, that the forms of morality belong to the category of 
transitory things.” 


III. Practical Considerations 


A. standard and traditional methods often fail us at the worst possible times 


L intellectual understanding of the principles of ethics are totally 
insufficient/ ineffective under those circumstances where stressful, 
unprecedented, emotional choice must be made. 

2. group action results in projection of group psychotic/ irrational behaviors-- 
mobs 

3. people do NOT know themselves well at all; they cannot predict how they 
would act 


B. Ethical decisions are work and require conscious discrimination. 
Nevertheless, they can be practiced so as to make them part of an individual (i. 
e. introjected) and an automatic process 


L individuals need to identify their true values and beliefs--not group beliefs 
(cop-out) 
2. actions resulting from these values must be role-played under trying 
circumstances 
a. similar to management in-box exercises and supervisory counseling 


role-plays 

b. war games are exercises should be tailored to realistic ethical decision 
making 

3. individual inconsistencies/ hypocrisy need be identified and worked 

through/ resolved 

a. cognitive dissonance corrections, behavioral modification, therapy as 
necessary, employed to correct situation 

b. leadership role selection must reflect the ethical level of the candidates 

1) leaders must avoid seagull management (leave alone-zap)- Blanchard 
c. individuals must accept responsibility for their actions and decisions 
d. competence is transitive and task specific: 


Yogiism: J ust Because You're Smart Doesn’t Mean You're Not 
Stupid! 
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Sorry, but your soul just died 
By Tom Wolfe 


Being a bit behind the curve, I had only just heard of the digital revolution last 
February when Louis Rossetto, cofounder of Wired magazine, wearing a shirt 
with no collar and his hair as long as Felix Mendelssohn's, looking every inch 
the young California visionary, gave a speech before the Cato Institute 
announcing the dawn of the twenty-first century's digital civilization. As his 
text, he chose the maverick J esuit scientist and philosopher Pierre Teilhard de 
Chardin, who fifty years ago prophesied that radio, television, and computers 
would create a "noösphere", an electronic membrane covering the earth and 
wiring all humanity together in a single nervous system. Geographic locations, 
national boundaries, the old notions of markets and political processes--all 
would become irrelevant. With the Internet spreading over the globe at an 
astonishing pace, said Rossetto, that marvelous modem-driven moment is 
almost at hand. 


Could be. But something tells me that within ten years, by 2006, the entire 
digital universe is going to seem like pretty mundane stuff compared to a new 
technology that right now is but a mere glow radiating from a tiny number of 
American and Cuban (yes, Cuban) hospitals and laboratories. It is called brain 
imaging, and anyone who cares to get up early and catch a truly blinding twenty- 
first-century dawn will want to keep an eye on it. 


Brain imaging refers to techniques for watching the human brain as it functions, 
in real time. The most advanced forms currently are three-dimensional 
electroencephalography using mathematical models; the more familiar PET 
scan (positron-emission tomography); the new fMRI (functional magnetic 
resonance imaging), which shows brain blood-flow patterns, and MRS 
(magnetic resonance spectroscopy), which measures biochemical changes in the 
brain; and the even newer PET reporter gene/ PET reporter probe, which is, in 
fact, so new that it still has that length of heavy lumber for a name. Used so far 
only in animals and a few desperately sick children, the PET reporter gene/ PET 
reporter probe pinpoints and follows the activity of specific genes. On a scanner 
screen you can actually see the genes light up inside the brain. 


By 1996 standards, these are sophisticated devices. Ten years from now, 
however, they may seem primitive compared to the stunning new windows into 
the brain that will have been developed. 


Brain imaging was invented for medical diagnosis. But its far greater 
importance is that it may very well confirm, in ways too precise to be disputed, 
certain theories about "the mind," "the self," "the soul," and "free will" that are 
already devoutly believed in by scholars in what is now the hottest field in the 


academic world, neuroscience. Granted, all those skeptical quotation marks are 
enough to put anybody on the qui vive right away, but Ultimate Skepticism is 
part of the brilliance of the dawn I have promised. 


Neuroscience, the science of the brain and the central nervous system, is on the 
threshold of a unified theory that will have an impact as powerful as that of 
Darwinism a hundred years ago. Already there is a new Darwin, or perhaps I 
should say an updated Darwin, since no one ever believed more religiously in 
Darwin I than he does. His name is Edward O. Wilson. He teaches zoology at 
Harvard, and he is the author of two books of extraordinary influence, The 
Insect Societies and Sociobiology: The New Synthesis. Not A new synthesis but 
The new synthesis; in terms of his stature in neuroscience, it is not a mere boast. 


Wilson has created and named the new field of sociobiology, and he has 
compressed its underlying premise into a single sentence. Every human brain, 
he says, is born not as a blank tablet (a tabula rasa) waiting to be filled in by 
experience but as "an exposed negative waiting to be slipped into developer 
fluid." You can develop the negative well or you can develop it poorly, but either 
way you are going to get precious little that is not already imprinted on the film. 
The print is the individual's genetic history, over thousands of years of 
evolution, and there is not much anybody can do about it. Furthermore, says 
Wilson, genetics determine not only things such as temperament, role 
preferences, emotional responses, and levels of aggression, but also many of our 
most revered moral choices, which are not choices at all in any free-will sense 
but tendencies imprinted in the hypothalamus and limbic regions of the brain, a 
concept expanded upon in 1993 in a much-talked-about book, The Moral 

Sense , by James Q. Wilson (no kin to Edward O.). 


The Neuroscientific view of life 


This, the neuroscientific view of life, has become the strategic high ground in 
the academic world, and the battle for it has already spread well beyond the 
scientific disciplines and, for that matter, out into the general public. Both 
liberals and conservatives without a scientific bone in their bodies are busy 
trying to seize the terrain. The gay rights movement, for example, has fastened 
onto a study published in J uly of 1993 by the highly respected Dean Hamer of 
the National Institutes of Health, announcing the discovery of "the gay gene." 
Obviously, if homosexuality is a genetically determined trait, like left- 
handedness or hazel eyes, then laws and sanctions against it are attempts to 
legislate against Nature. Conservatives, meantime, have fastened upon studies 
indicating that men's and women's brains are wired so differently, thanks to the 
long haul of evolution, that feminist attempts to open up traditionally male 
roles to women are the same thing: a doomed violation of Nature. 


Wilson himself has wound up in deep water on this score; or cold water, if one 
need edit. In his personal life Wilson is a conventional liberal, PC, as the saying 
goes--he is , after all, a member of the Harvard faculty--concerned about 
environmental issues and all the usual things. But he has said that "forcing 
similar role identities" on both men and women "flies in the face of thousands 
of years in which mammals demonstrated a strong tendency for sexual division 
of labor. Since this division of labor is persistent from hunter-gatherer through 
agricultural and industrial societies, it suggests a genetic origin. We do not 
know when this trait evolved in human evolution or how resistant it is to the 
continuing and justified pressures for human rights." 


"Resistant" was Darwin II, the neuroscientist, speaking. "J ustified" was the PC 
Harvard liberal. He was not PC or liberal enough. Feminist protesters invaded a 
conference where Wilson was appearing, dumped a pitcher of ice water, cubes 
and all, over his head, and began chanting, "You're all wet! You're all wet!" The 
most prominent feminist in America, Gloria Steinem, went on television and, in 
an interview with J ohn Stossel of ABC, insisted that studies of genetic 
differences between male and female nervous systems should cease forthwith. 


But that turned out to be mild stuffin the current political panic over 
neuroscience. In February of 1992, Frederick K. Goodwin, a renowned 
psychiatrist, head of the federal Alcohol, Drug Abuse, and Mental Health 
Administration, and a certified yokel in the field of public relations, made the 
mistake of describing, at a public meeting in Washington, the National Institute 
of Mental Health's ten-year-old Violence Initiative. This was an experimental 
program whose hypothesis was that, as among monkeys in the jungle--Goodwin 
was noted for his monkey studies--much of the criminal mayhem in the United 
States was caused by a relatively few young males who were genetically 
predisposed to it; who were hardwired for violent crime, in short. Out in the 
jungle, among mankind's closest animal relatives, the chimpanzees, it seemed 
that a handful of genetically twisted young males were the ones who committed 
practically all of the wanton murders of other males and the physical abuse of 
females. What if the same were true among human beings? What if, in any 
given community, it turned out to bea handful of young males with toxic DNA 
who were pushing statistics for violent crime up to such high levels? The 
Violence Initiative envisioned identifying these individuals in childhood, 
somehow, some way, someday, and treating them therapeutically with drugs. 
The notion that crime-ridden urban America was a "jungle," said Goodwin, was 
perhaps more than just a tired old metaphor. 


That did it. That may have been the stupidest single word uttered by an 
American public official in the year 1992. The outcry was immediate. Senator 
Edward Kennedy of Massachusetts and Representative J ohn Dingell of 
Michigan (who, it became obvious later, suffered from hydrophobia when it 
came to science projects) not only condemned Goodwin's remarks as racist but 
also delivered their scientific verdict: Research among primates "is a 
preposterous basis" for analyzing anything as complex as "the crime and 
violence that plagues our country today." (This came as surprising news to 
NASA scientists who had first trained and sent a chimpanzee called Ham up on 
top of a Redstone rocket into suborbital space flight and then trained and sent 
another one, called Enos, which is Greek for "man," up on an Atlas rocket and 
around the earth in orbital space flight and had thereby accurately and 
completely predicted the physical, psychological, and task-motor responses of 
the human astronauts, Alan Shepard and J ohn Glenn, who repeated the 
chimpanzees' flights and tasks months later.) The Violence Initiative was 
compared to Nazi eugenic proposals for the extermination of undesirables. 
Dingell's Michigan colleague, Representative J ohn Conyers, then chairman of 
the Government Operations Committee and senior member of the 
Congressional Black Caucus, demanded Goodwin's resignation--and got it two 
days later, whereupon the government, with the Department of Health and 
Human Services now doing the talking, denied that the Violence Initiative had 
ever existed. It disappeared down the memory hole, to use Orwell's term. 


A conference of criminologists and other academics interested in the 
neuroscientific studies done so far for the Violence Initiative--a conference 
underwritten in part by a grant from the National Institutes of Health--had 
been scheduled for May of 1993 at the University of Maryland. Down went the 
conference, too; the NIH drowned it like a kitten. Last year, a University of 
Maryland legal scholar named David Wasserman tried to reassemble the troops 
on the QT, as it were, in a hall all but hidden from human purview in a hamlet 
called Queenstown in the foggy, boggy boondocks of Queen Annes County on 
Maryland's Eastern Shore. The NIH, proving it was a hard learner, quietly 
provided $133,000 for the event but only after Wasserman promised to 
fireproof the proceedings by also inviting scholars who rejected the notion of a 
possible genetic genesis of crime and scheduling a cold-shower session dwelling 
on the evils of the eugenics movement of the early twentieth century. No use, 
boys! An army of protesters found the poor cringing devils anyway and stormed 
into the auditorium chanting, "Maryland conference, you can't hide--we know 
you're pushing genocide!" It took two hours for them to get bored enough to 
leave, and the conference ended in a complete muddle with the specially 
recruited fireproofing PC faction issuing a statement that said: "Scientists as 
well as historians and sociologists must not allow themselves to provide 


academic respectability for racist pseudoscience." Today, at the NIH, the term 
Violence Initiative is a synonym for taboo . The present moment resembles that 
moment in the Middle Ages when the Catholic Church forbade the dissection of 
human bodies, for fear that what was discovered inside might cast doubt on the 
Christian doctrine that God created man in his own image. 


Even more radio-active is the matter of intelligence, as measured by IQ tests. 
Privately--not many care to speak out--the vast majority of neuroscientists 
believe the genetic component of an individual's intelligence is remarkably high. 
Your intelligence can be improved upon, by skilled and devoted mentors, or it 
can be held back by a poor upbringing--i.e., the negative can be well developed 
or poorly developed--but your genes are what really make the difference. The 
recent ruckus over Charles Murray and Richard Herrnstein's The Bell Curve is 
probably just the beginning of the bitterness the subject is going to create. 


Not long ago, according to two neuroscientists I interviewed, a firm called 
Neurometrics sought out investors and tried to market an amazing but simple 
invention known as the IQ Cap. The idea was to provide a way of testing 
intelligence that would be free of "cultural bias," one that would not force 
anyone to deal with words or concepts that might be familiar to people from one 
culture but not to people from another. The IQ Cap recorded only brain waves; 
and a computer, not a potentially biased human test- giver, analyzed the results. 
It was based on the work of neuroscientists such as E. Roy John 1, who is now 
one of the major pioneers of electroencephalographic brain imaging; Duilio 
Giannitrapani, author of The Electrophysiology of Intellectual Functions ; and 
David Robinson, author of The Wechsler Adult Intelligence Scale and 
Personality Assessment: Toward a Biologically Based Theory of Intelligence and 
Cognition and many other monographs famous among neuroscientists. I spoke 
to one researcher who had devised an IQ Cap himself by replicating an 
experiment described by Giannitrapani in The Electrophysiology of Intellectual 
Functions. It was not a complicated process. You attached sixteen electrodes to 
the scalp of the person you wanted to test. You had to muss up his hair a little, 
but you didn't have to cut it, much less shave it. Then you had him stare at a 
marker on a blank wall. This particular researcher used a raspberry- red 
thumbtack. Then you pushed a toggle switch. In sixteen seconds the Cap's 
computer box gave you an accurate prediction (within one-half of a standard 
deviation) of what the subject would score on all eleven subtests of the Wechsler 
Adult Intelligence Scale or, in the case of children, the Wechsler Intelligence 
Scale for Children--all from sixteen seconds' worth of brain waves. There was 
nothing culturally biased about the test whatsoever. What could be cultural 
about staring at a thumbtack on a wall? The savings in time and money were 
breathtaking. The conventional IQ test took two hours to complete; and the 
overhead, in terms of paying test-givers, test-scorers, test-preparers, and the 
rent, was $100 an hour at the very least. The IQ Cap required about fifteen 
minutes and sixteen seconds--it took about fifteen minutes to put the electrodes 
on the scalp--and about a tenth of a penny's worth of electricity. Neurometrics's 
investors were rubbing their hands and licking their chops. They were about to 
make a killing. 


In fact-- nobody wanted their damnable IQ Cap! 


It wasn't simply that no one believed you could derive IQ scores from 
brainwaves--it was that nobody wanted to believe it could be done. Nobody 
wanted to believe that human brainpower is... that hardwired . Nobody wanted 
to learn in a flash that... the genetic fix is in . Nobody wanted to learn that he 
was... a hardwired genetic mediocrity ...and that the best he could hope for in 
this Trough of Mortal Error was to live out his mediocre life as a stress-free dim 
bulb. Barry Sterman of UCLA, chief scientist for a firm called Cognitive 
Neurometrics, who has devised his own brain-wave technology for market 
research and focus groups, regards brain- wave IQ testing as possible--but in the 
current atmosphere you "wouldn't have a Chinaman's chance of getting a grant" 
to develop it. 


Science is a Court from which there is no Appeal 


Here we begin to sense the chill that emanates from the hottest field in the 
academic world. The unspoken and largely unconscious premise of the 
wrangling over neuroscience's strategic high ground is: We now live in an age in 
which science is a court from which there is no appeal. And the issue this time 
around, at the end of the twentieth century, is not the evolution of the species, 
which can seem a remote business, but the nature of our own precious inner 
selves. 


The elders of the field, such as Wilson, are well aware of all this and are 
cautious, or cautious compared to the new generation. Wilson still holds out the 
possibility--I think he doubts it, but he still holds out the possibility--that at 
some point in evolutionary history, culture began to influence the development 
of the human brain in ways that cannot be explained by strict Darwinian theory. 
But the new generation of neuroscientists are not cautious for a second. In 
private conversations, the bull sessions, as it were, that create the mental 
atmosphere of any hot new science--and I love talking to these people--they 
express an uncompromising determinism. 


They start with the most famous statement in all of modern philosophy, 
Descartes's "Cogito ergo sum," "I think, therefore I am," which they regard as 
the essence of "dualism," the old-fashioned notion that the mind is something 
distinct from its mechanism, the brain and the body. (I will get to the second 
most famous statement in a moment.) This is also known as the "ghost in the 
machine" fallacy, the quaint belief that there is a ghostly "self" somewhere 
inside the brain that interprets and directs its operations. Neuroscientists 
involved in three-dimensional electroencephalography will tell you that there is 
not even any one place in the brain where consciousness or self-consciousness 
( Cogito ergo sum ) is located. This is merely an illusion created by a medley of 
neurological systems acting in concert. The young generation takes this yet one 
step further. Since consciousness and thought are entirely physical products of 
your brain and nervous system--and since your brain arrived fully imprinted at 
birth--what makes you think you have free will? Where is it going to come 
from? What "ghost," what "mind," what "self," what "soul," what anything that 
will not be immediately grabbed by those scornful quotation marks, is going to 
bubble up your brain stem to give it to you? I have heard neuroscientists 
theorize that, given computers of sufficient power and sophistication, it would 
be possible to predict the course of any human being's life moment by moment, 
including the fact that the poor devil was about to shake his head over the very 
idea. I doubt that any Calvinist of the sixteenth century ever believed so 
completely in predestination as these, the hottest and most intensely rational 
young scientists in the United States at the end of the twentieth. 


Since the late 1970s, in the Age of Wilson, college students have been heading 
into neuroscience in job lots. The Society for Neuroscience was founded in 1970 
with 1,100 members. Today, one generation later, its membership exceeds 
26,000. The Society's latest convention, in San Diego, drew 23,052 souls, 
making it one of the biggest professional conventions in the country. In the 
venerable field of academic philosophy, young faculty members are jumping 
ship in embarrassing numbers and shifting into neuroscience. They are heading 
for the laboratories. Why wrestle with Kant's God, Freedom, and Immortality 
when it is only a matter of time before neuroscience, probably through brain 
imaging, reveals the actual physical mechanism that sends these mental 
constructs, these illusions, synapsing up into the Broca's and Wernicke's areas 
of the brain? 


Which brings us to the second most famous statement in all of modern 
philosophy: Nietzsche's "God is dead." The year was 1882. (The book was Die 
Fröhliche Wissenschaft [ The Gay Science ].) Nietzsche said this was not a 
declaration of atheism, although he was in fact an atheist, but simply the news 
of an event. He called the death of God a "tremendous event," the greatest event 


of modern history. The news was that educated people no longer believed in 
God, as a result of the rise of rationalism and scientific thought, including 
Darwinism, over the preceding 250 years. But before you atheists run up your 
flags of triumph, he said, think of the implications. "The story I have to tell," 
wrote Nietzsche, "is the history of the next two centuries." He predicted (in Ecce 
Homo ) that the twentieth century would be a century of "wars such as have 
never happened on earth," wars catastrophic beyond all imagining. And why? 
Because human beings would no longer have a god to turn to, to absolve them 
of their guilt; but they would still be racked by guilt, since guilt is an impulse 
instilled in children when they are very young, before the age of reason. As a 
result, people would loathe not only one another but themselves. The blind and 
reassuring faith they formerly poured into their belief in God, said Nietzsche, 
they would now pour into a belief in barbaric nationalistic brotherhoods: "If the 
doctrines...of the lack of any cardinal distinction between man and animal, 
doctrines I consider true but deadly"-- he says in an allusion to Darwinism in 
Untimely Meditations --"are hurled into the people for another generation... 
then nobody should be surprised when...brotherhoods with the aim of the 
robbery and exploitation of the non-brothers...will appear in the arena of the 
future." 


Nietzsche's view of guilt, incidentally, is also that of neuro-scientists a century 
later. They regard guilt as one of those tendencies imprinted in the brain at 
birth. In some people the genetic work is not complete, and they engage in 
criminal behavior without a twinge of remorse--thereby intriguing 
criminologists, who then want to create Violence Initiatives and hold 
conferences on the subject. 


Nietzsche said that mankind would limp on through the twentieth century "on 
the mere pittance" of the old decaying God-based moral codes. But then, in the 
twenty-first, would come a period more dreadful than the great wars, a time of 
"the total eclipse of all values" (in The Will to Power ). This would also bea 
frantic period of "revaluation," in which people would try to find new systems of 
values to replace the osteoporotic skeletons of the old. But you will fail, he 
warned, because you cannot believe in moral codes without simultaneously 
believing in a god who points at you with his fearsome forefinger and says 
"Thou shalt" or "Thou shalt not." 


Why should we bother ourselves with a dire prediction that seems so far-fetched 
as "the total eclipse of all values"? Because of man's track record, I should think. 
After all, in Europe, in the peaceful decade of the 1880s, it must have seemed 
even more far-fetched to predict the world wars of the twentieth century and the 
barbaric brotherhoods of Nazism and Communism. Ecce vates! Ecce vates! 
Behold the prophet! How much more proof can one demand of a man's powers 
of prediction? 


A hundred years ago those who worried about the death of God could console 
one another with the fact that they still had their own bright selves and their 
own inviolable souls for moral ballast and the marvels of modern science to 
chart the way. But what if, as seems likely, the greatest marvel of modern 
science turns out to be brain imaging? And what if, ten years from now, brain 
imaging has proved, beyond any doubt, that not only Edward O. Wilson but also 
the young generation are, in fact, correct? 


The elders, such as Wilson himself and Daniel C. Dennett, the author of 
Darwin's Dangerous Idea: Evolution and the Meanings of Life , and Richard 
Dawkins, author of The Selfish Gene and The Blind Watchmaker , insist that 
there is nothing to fear from the truth, from the ultimate extension of Darwin's 
dangerous idea. They present elegant arguments as to why neuroscience should 
in no way diminish the richness of life, the magic of art, or the righteousness of 
political causes, including, if one need edit, political correctness at Harvard or 
Tufts, where Dennett is Director of the Center for Cognitive Studies, or Oxford, 
where Dawkins is something called Professor of Public Understanding of 


Science. (Dennett and Dawkins, every bit as much as Wilson, are earnestly, 
feverishly, politically correct.) Despite their best efforts, however, neuroscience 
is not rippling out into the public on waves of scholarly reassurance. But 
rippling out it is, rapidly. The conclusion people out beyond the laboratory walls 
are drawing is: The fix is in! We're all hardwired! That, and: Don't blame me! 
I'm wired wrong! 


From Nurture to Nature 


This sudden switch from a beliefin Nurture, in the form of social conditioning, 
to Nature, in the form of genetics and brain physiology, is the great intellectual 
event, to borrow Nietzsche's term, of the late twentieth century. Up to now the 
two most influential ideas of the century have been Marxism and Freudianism. 
Both were founded upon the premise that human beings and their "ideals"-- 
Marx and Freud knew about quotation marks, too--are completely molded by 
their environment. To Marx, the crucial environment was one's social class; 
"ideals" and "faiths" were notions foisted by the upper orders upon the lower as 
instruments of social control. To Freud, the crucial environment was the 
Oedipal drama, the unconscious sexual plot that was played out in the family 
early in a child's existence. The "ideals" and "faiths" you prize so much are 
merely the parlor furniture you feature for receiving your guests, said Freud; I 
will show you the cellar, the furnace, the pipes, the sexual steam that actually 
runs the house. By the mid- 1950s even anti- Marxists and anti-Freudians had 
come to assume the centrality of class domination and Oedipally conditioned 
sexual drives. On top of this came Pavlov, with his "stimulus-response bonds," 
and B. F. Skinner, with his "operant conditioning," turning the supremacy of 
conditioning into something approaching a precise form of engineering. 


So how did this brilliant intellectual fashion come to so screeching and 
ignominious an end? 


The demise of Freudianism can be summed up in a single word: lithium. In 
1949 an Australian psychiatrist, J ohn Cade, gave five days of lithium therapy-- 
for entirely the wrong reasons--to a fifty-one-year-old mental patient who was 
so manic-depressive, so hyperactive, unintelligible, and uncontrollable, he had 
been kept locked up in asylums for twenty years. By the sixth day, thanks to the 
lithium buildup in his blood, he was a normal human being. Three months later 
he was released and lived happily ever after in his own home. This was a man 
who had been locked up and subjected to two decades of Freudian logorrhea to 
no avail whatsoever. Over the next twenty years antidepressant and 
tranquilizing drugs completely replaced Freudian talk- talk as treatment for 
serious mental disturbances. By the mid- 1980s, neuroscientists looked upon 
Freudian psychiatry as a quaint relic based largely upon superstition (such as 
dream analysis -- dream analysis!), like phrenology or mesmerism. In fact, 
among neuroscientists, phrenology now has a higher reputation than Freudian 
psychiatry, since phrenology was in a certain crude way a precursor of 
electroencephalography. Freudian psychiatrists are now regarded as old crocks 
with sham medical degrees, as ears with wire hairs sprouting out of them that 
people with more money than sense can hire to talk into. 


Marxism was finished off even more suddenly--in a single year, 1973--with the 
smuggling out of the Soviet Union and the publication in France of the first of 
the three volumes of Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn's The Gulag Archipelago . Other 
writers, notably the British historian Robert Conquest, had already exposed the 
Soviet Union's vast network of concentration camps, but their work was based 
largely on the testimony of refugees, and refugees were routinely discounted as 
biased and bitter observers. Solzhenitsyn, on the other hand, was a Soviet 
citizen, still living on Soviet soil, a zek himself for eleven years, zek being 
Russian slang for concentration camp prisoner. His credibility had been 
vouched for by none other than Nikita Khrushchev, who in 1962 had permitted 
the publication of Solzhenitsyn's novella of the gulag, One Day in the Life of 
Ivan Denisovich , as a means of cutting down to size the daunting shadow of his 
predecessor Stalin. "Yes," Khrushchev had said in effect, "what this man 


Solzhenitsyn has to say is true. Such were Stalin's crimes." Solzhenitsyn's brief 
fictional description of the Soviet slave labor system was damaging enough. But 
The Gulag Archipelago , a two-thousand-page, densely detailed, nonfiction 
account of the Soviet Communist Party's systematic extermination of its 
enemies, real and imagined, of its own countrymen, by the tens of millions 
through an enormous, methodical, bureaucratically controlled "human sewage 
disposal system," as Solzhenitsyn called it-- The Gulag Archipelago was 
devastating. After all, this was a century in which there was no longer any 
possible ideological detour around the concentration camp. Among European 
intellectuals, even French intellectuals, Marxism collapsed as a spiritual force 
immediately. Ironically, it survived longer in the United States before suffering 
a final, merciful coup de gr ce on November 9, 1989, with the breaching of the 
Berlin Wall, which signaled in an unmistakable fashion what a debacle the 
Soviets' seventy-two-year field experiment in socialism had been. (Marxism still 
hangs on, barely, acrobatically, in American universities in a Mannerist form 
known as Deconstruction, a literary doctrine that depicts language itself as an 
insidious tool used by The Powers That Be to deceive the proles and peasants.) 


Freudianism and Marxism--and with them, the entire belief in social 
conditioning--were demolished so swiftly, so suddenly, that neuroscience has 
surged in, as if into an intellectual vacuum. Nor do you have to bea scientist to 
detect the rush. 


Anyone with a child in school knows the signs all too well. I have children in 
school, and I am intrigued by the faith parents now invest--the craze began 
about 1990--in psychologists who diagnose their children as suffering from a 
defect known as attention deficit disorder, or ADD. Of course, I have no way of 
knowing whether this "disorder" is an actual, physical, neurological condition or 
not, but neither does anybody else in this early stage of neuroscience. The 
symptoms of this supposed malady are always the same. The child, or, rather, 
the boy--forty-nine out of fifty cases are boys--fidgets around in school, slides 
off his chair, doesn't pay attention, distracts his classmates during class, and 
performs poorly. In an earlier era he would have been pressured to pay 
attention, work harder, show some self-discipline. To parents caught up in the 
new intellectual climate of the 1990s, that approach seems cruel, because my 
little boy's problem is... he's wired wrong! The poor little tyke --the fix has been 
in since birth! Invariably the parents complain, "All he wants to do is sit in front 
of the television set and watch cartoons and play Sega Genesis." For how long? 
"How long? For hours at a time." Hours at a time; as even any young 
neuroscientist will tell you, that boy may have a problem, but it is not an 
attention deficit. 


Nevertheless, all across America we have the spectacle of an entire generation of 
little boys, by the tens of thousands, being dosed up on ADD's magic bullet of 
choice, Ritalin, the CIBA-Geneva Corporation's brand name for the stimulant 
methylphenidate. I first encountered Ritalin in 1966 when I was in San 
Francisco doing research for a book on the psychedelic or hippie movement. A 
certain species of the genus hippie was known as the Speed Freak, and a certain 
strain of Speed Freak was known as the Ritalin Head. The Ritalin Heads loved 
Ritalin. You'd see them in the throes of absolute Ritalin raptures...Not a wiggle, 
not a peep...They would sit engrossed in anything at all...a manhole cover, their 
own palm wrinkles...indefinitely...through shoulda- been mealtime after 
mealtime...through raging insomnias...Pure methyl-phenidate nirvana...From 
1990 to 1995, CIBA-Geneva's sales of Ritalin rose 600 percent; and not because 
of the appetites of subsets of the species Speed Freak in San Francisco, either. It 
was because an entire generation of American boys, from the best private 
schools of the Northeast to the worst sludge-trap public schools of Los Angeles 
and San Diego, was now strung out on methylphenidate, diligently doled out to 
them every day by their connection, the school nurse. America is a wonderful 
country! I mean it! No honest writer would challenge that statement! The 
human comedy never runs out of material! It never lets you down! 


Meantime, the notion of a self--a self who exercises self-discipline, postpones 


gratification, curbs the sexual appetite, stops short of aggression and criminal 
behavior--a self who can become more intelligent and lift itself to the very peaks 
of life by its own bootstraps through study, practice, perseverance, and refusal 
to give up in the face of great odds--this old-fashioned notion (what's a boot 
strap, for God's sake?) of success through enterprise and true grit is already 
slipping away, slipping away...slipping away...The peculiarly American faith in 
the power of the individual to transform himself from a helpless cypher into a 
giant among men, a faith that ran from Emerson ("Self-Reliance") to Horatio 
Alger's Luck and Pluck stories to Dale Carnegie's How to Win Friends and 
Influence People to Norman Vincent Peale's The Power of Positive Thinking to 
Og Mandino's The Greatest Salesman in the World --that faith is now as 
moribund as the god for whom Nietzsche wrote an obituary in 1882. It lives on 
today only in the decrepit form of the "motivational talk," as lecture agents refer 
to it, given by retired football stars such as Fran Tarkenton to audiences of 
businessmen, most of them woulda-been athletes (like the author of this 
article), about how life is like a football game. "It's late in the fourth period and 
you're down by thirteen points and the Cowboys got you hemmed in on your 
own one-yard line and it's third and twenty-three. Whaddaya do?..." 


Sorry, Fran, but it's third and twenty-three and the genetic fix is in, and the new 
message is now being pumped out into the popular press and onto television at 
a stupefying rate. Who are the pumps? They are a new breed who call 
themselves "evolutionary psychologists." You can be sure that twenty years ago 
the same people would have been calling themselves Freudian; but today they 
are genetic determinists, and the press has a voracious appetite for whatever 
they come up with. 


The most popular study currently--it is still being featured on television news 
shows, months later--is David Lykken and Auke Tellegen's study at the 
University of Minnesota of two thousand twins that shows, according to these 
two evolutionary psychologists, that an individual's happiness is largely genetic. 
Some people are hardwired to be happy and some are not. Success (or failure) 
in matters of love, money, reputation, or power is transient stuff; you soon 
settle back down (or up) to the level of happiness you were born with 
genetically. Three months ago Fortune devoted a long takeout, elaborately 
illustrated, of a study by evolutionary psychologists at Britain's University of 
Saint Andrews showing that you judge the facial beauty or handsomeness of 
people you meet not by any social standards of the age you live in but by criteria 
hardwired in your brain from the moment you were born. Or, to put it another 
way, beauty is not in the eye of the beholder but embedded in his genes. In fact, 
today, in the year 1996, barely three years before the end of the millennium, if 
your appetite for newspapers, magazines, and television is big enough, you will 
quickly get the impression that there is nothing in your life, including the fat 
content of your body, that is not genetically predetermined. If I may mention 
just a few things the evolutionary psychologists have illuminated for me over 
the past two months: 


The male of the human species is genetically hardwired to be polygamous, i.e., 
unfaithful to his legal mate. Any magazine-reading male gets the picture soon 
enough. (Three million years of evolution made me do it!) Women lust after 
male celebrities, because they are genetically hardwired to sense that alpha 
males will take better care of their offspring. (I'm just a lifeguard in the gene 
pool, honey.) Teenage girls are genetically hardwired to be promiscuous and are 
as helpless to stop themselves as dogs in the park. (The school provides the 
condoms.) Most murders are the result of genetically hardwired compulsions. 
(Convicts can read, too, and they report to the prison psychiatrist: "Something 
came over me...and then the knife went in." 2 ) 


Where does that leave self-control? Where, indeed, if people believe this ghostly 
self does not even exist, and brain imaging proves it, once and for all? 


So far, neuroscientific theory is based largely on indirect evidence, from studies 


of animals or of howa normal brain changes when it is invaded (by accidents, 
disease, radical surgery, or experimental needles). Darwin II himself, Edward O. 
Wilson, has only limited direct knowledge of the human brain. He is a zoologist, 
not a neurologist, and his theories are extrapolations from the exhaustive work 
he has done in his specialty, the study of insects. The French surgeon Paul Broca 
discovered Broca's area, one of the two speech centers of the left hemisphere of 
the brain, only after one of his patients suffered a stroke. Even the PET scan and 
the PET reporter gene/ PET reporter probe are technically medical invasions, 
since they require the injection of chemicals or viruses into the body. But they 
offer glimpses of what the noninvasive imaging of the future will probably look 
like. A neuroradiologist can read a list of topics out loud to a person being given 
a PET scan, topics pertaining to sports, music, business, history, whatever, and 
when he finally hits one the person is interested in, a particular area of the 
cerebral cortex actually lights up on the screen. Eventually, as brain imagingis 
refined, the picture may become as clear and complete as those see-through 
exhibitions, at auto shows, of the inner workings of the internal combustion 
engine. At that point it may become obvious to everyone that all we are looking 
at is a piece of machinery, an analog chemical computer, that processes 
information from the environment. "All," since you can look and look and you 
will not find any ghostly self inside, or any mind, or any soul. 


Thereupon, in the year 2006 or 2026, some new Nietzsche will step forward to 
announce: "The self is dead"-- except that being prone to the poetic, like 
Nietzsche I, he will probably say: "The soul is dead." He will say that he is 
merely bringing the news, the news of the greatest event of the millennium: 
"The soul, that last refuge of values, is dead, because educated people no longer 
believe it exists." Unless the assurances of the Wilsons and the Dennetts and the 
Dawkinses also start rippling out, the lurid carnival that will ensue may make 
the phrase "the total eclipse of all values" seem tame. 


The two most fascinating riddles of the 21st century 


If I were a college student today, I don't think I could resist going into 
neuroscience. Here we have the two most fascinating riddles of the twenty-first 
century: the riddle of the human mind and the riddle of what happens to the 
human mind when it comes to know itself absolutely. In any case, we live in an 
age in which it is impossible and pointless to avert your eyes from the truth. 


Ironically, said Nietzsche, this unflinching eye for truth, this zest for skepticism, 
is the legacy of Christianity (for complicated reasons that needn't detain us 
here). Then he added one final and perhaps ultimate piece of irony in a 
fragmentary passage in a notebook shortly before he lost his mind (to the late- 
nineteenth- century's great venereal scourge, syphilis). He predicted that 
eventually modern science would turn its juggernaut of skepticism upon itself, 
question the validity of its own foundations, tear them apart, and self-destruct. I 
thought about that in the summer of 1994 when a group of mathematicians and 
computer scientists held a conference at the Santa Fe Institute on "Limits to 
Scientific Knowledge." The consensus was that since the human mind is, after 
all, an entirely physical apparatus, a form of computer, the product of a 
particular genetic history, it is finite in its capabilities. Being finite, hardwired, it 
will probably never have the power to comprehend human existence in any 
complete way. It would be as if a group of dogs were to call a conference to try to 
understand The Dog. They could try as hard as they wanted, but they wouldn't 
get very far. Dogs can communicate only about forty notions, all of them 
primitive, and they can't record anything. The project would be doomed from 
the start. The human brain is far superior to the dog's, but it is limited 
nonetheless. So any hope of human beings arriving at some final, complete, self- 
enclosed theory of human existence is doomed, too. 


This, science's Ultimate Skepticism, has been spreading ever since then. Over 
the past two years even Darwinism, a sacred tenet among American scientists 
for the past seventy years, has been beset by...doubts. Scientists--not religiosi-- 
notably the mathematician David Berlinski ("The Deniable Darwin," 


Commentary , J une 1996) and the biochemist Michael Behe (Darwin's Black 
Box , 1996), have begun attacking Darwinism as a mere theory, not a scientific 
discovery, a theory woefully unsupported by fossil evidence and featuring, at the 
core of its logic, sheer mush. (Dennett and Dawkins, for whom Darwin is the 
Only Begotten, the Messiah, are already screaming. They're beside themselves, 
utterly apoplectic. Wilson, the giant, keeping his cool, has remained above the 
battle.) By 1990 the physicist Petr Beckmann of the University of Colorado had 
already begun going after Einstein. He greatly admired Einstein for his famous 
equation of matter and energy, E=mc2 , but called his theory of relativity mostly 
absurd and grotesquely untestable. Beckmann died in 1993. His Fool Killer's 
cudgel has been taken up by Howard Hayden of the University of Connecticut, 
who has many admirers among the upcoming generation of Ultimately 
Skeptical young physicists. The scorn the new breed heaps upon quantum 
mechanics ("has no real-world applications"..."depends entirely on fairies 
sprinkling goofball equations in your eyes"), Unified Field Theory ("Nobel worm 
bait"), and the Big Bang Theory ("creationism for nerds") has become withering. 
If only Nietzsche were alive! He would have relished every minute of it! 


Recently I happened to be talking to a prominent California geologist, and she 
told me: "When I first went into geology, we all thought that in science you 
create a solid layer of findings, through experiment and careful investigation, 
and then you add a second layer, like a second layer of bricks, all very carefully, 
and so on. Occasionally some adventurous scientist stacks the bricks up in 
towers, and these towers turn out to be insubstantial and they get torn down, 
and you proceed again with the careful layers. But we now realize that the very 
first layers aren't even resting on solid ground. They are balanced on bubbles, 
on concepts that are full of air, and those bubbles are being burst today, one 
after the other." 


I suddenly had a picture of the entire astonishing edifice collapsing and modern 
man plunging headlong back into the primordial ooze. He's floundering, 
sloshing about, gulping for air, frantically treading ooze, when he feels 
something huge and smooth swim beneath him and boost him up, like some 
almighty dolphin. He can't see it, but he's much impressed. He names it God. 
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Fictive Arcanum 
by Don Webb 


Many modern occultists either base their mission on, or a least have a great deal 
of supernatural fiction in their reading lists. It is not uncommon to see modern 
occultists perusing the works of Lovecraft, Chambers, Machen, or Blackwood. 
This practice leads us to two interested and related questions. Why would a 
magician (Machen, Blackwood, Fortune) write fiction (beyond the obvious 
reasons of amusement and remuneration)? Why would other magicians find 
their inspiration in fictive works? A third question hidden in the first tow is how 
is magic similar to the acts of reading and writing? I would like to take a look at 
the nature of magic as a communication system, answer the first two questions, 
give a few references for where important magical writing may be found today, 
and sound a warning call for its protection. This is a tiny rivulet, which I hope 
that others will take up as a new type of criticism. Like the dark streams that 
have never seen the light of the sun in the hills west of Arkham, I hope that this 
little rivulet may play an important role in the evolution of Life. 


Mauss and other modernists attempted to reduce the power of magic to a 
sociological context -- the power of magic is equivalent to how society feels 
about the magician. This dreary attitude is still largely present in popular 
culture; however postmodern theorists such as van Baal, Grambo, Flowers, and 
Tambiah have provided us with a semiotic theory of magic; which serves to 
illustrative both the practice of magic and its symbolic expression. Basically the 
semiotic theory of magic is that man is able to effect communication with his 
universe, and to think ascriptively (i.e. hidden meaning is ascribed to the 
phenomenon of the universe and it becomes a partner in communication). The 
semiotic theory postulates three elements the magician seeking either a change 
a psychological change within him/ herself or an environmental change, the 
message which is cast in the form of cultural coded symbols, and the hidden 
"other side" of the universe. This goes beyond Frazier's notions of "sympathy' by 
actually elaborating not only a three fold process of sender-message-receiver 
but actually proposes a willed volition to receive communication (in either the 
form of a revelation or an environmental change)back from the universe. 
Summing up this model of magic (after Flowers, Runes and Magic: Magical 
Formulaic Elements in the Older Runic Tradition - Lang 1986 pg.17): 


Subject + Direct Object ==} Indirect Object 
(Man) (Symbol-symbolized) (Other reality) 


+ 


Indirect Object 4- (Phenomenon) t subject 


This model suggests that for the magician the great secret is finding the correct 


mode of address -- that method of communication which will produce the 
response from the hidden realm. This has always be intuited in the 
Mediterranean school of magic, as exemplified by choosing Hermes, god of 
communication as its patron. For the magician operating in a traditional society 
the method of communication is generally heavily determined -- people know 
how to talk to the gods. But in modern and postmodern societies the quest for 
the method of communication is ongoing. The book ranks high as a sufficiently 
mysterious form of communication (video, movies, and the computer network 
are waiting in the wings). Who among us has not has that mysterious 
phenomena of having gleaned something form one's own writings long after it 
was written? And who among us has not had that mysterious process of "finding 
just the book we need" at a crucial time in our thought? So keeping in mind 
your own experiences of the mystery of the written word consider van Baal's 
description of the nature of a magical spell: 


"The formula takes its origin from the discourse between man and his universe, 
in the case of a particular formula a discourse concerning a certain object and 
the fulfillment of a desire. In this discourse man feels addressed or singled out 
by his universe and he endeavor to address it in turn trying to discover the kind 
of address to which his universe will be willing to answer, that is, willing to 
show itself communicable. The formulas he finally discovers in answer to his 
quest is not really man's discovery but a gift a revelation bestowed upon him by 
the universe. The formula is the outcome of an act of communication in which 
man's universe reveals to him the secret of how it should be addressed in this or 
that circumstance, a secret which is at the same time a revelation of its hidden 
essence in that particular field." 

(J . van Baal - Symbols for Communication: an introduction to the 
anthropological study of religion {Studies of developing Countries 11) Asen: 
Van Gorrcum 1971 pg. 263) 


Given the above why do magicians write fiction? Not as open communication of 
magic, it would be easier simply to write ho-to books. The need to communicate 
with the hidden aspects of the universe of discourse is the magician's motive. 
Just as an Egyptian would stuff his letters to the dead in the crumbling tomb 
walls, the modern magician sends his or her message into the semiosphere. 
Dion Fortune didn't create her novels just as entertainment, but to actively 
Work the magic. By performing illustrative magic concerning the nature of 
initiation, of secret schools etc. she actually received (from the Hidden parts of 
her own psyche) such information. The simple act of visualization (i.e. 
daydreaming) is known to produce effects both psychological and 
environmental, how much greater an effect can be obtained thought the writing 
and publishing of magical work? The precision of writing, editing, rewriting 
coupled with the aching wait for publication (with its inherent travails of lost 
MSS, marketing mistakes, fraudulent publishers) creates an unbeatable 
combination of passion and precision. These are the elements that effect any 
magical working. It is easy to get up passion for a particular end. We have all 
that experience of having to get that job, make that meeting, etc. wherein our 
magical practice did pay off with the required miracle. But it is frankly hard to 
work up the passion required to get at certain desired spiritual states. However 
the test of publication will place the magician in the desire filled mode 
necessary to achieve his or her spiritual goals. Of particular interest in this 
model is a man who would have been repelled at the mere notion of placing him 
among magicians, H. P. Lovecraft. But he illustrates the case perfectly. 
Lovecraft, with his passions for astronomy and history longed to be part of the 
vast forces of time. He longed to see the hidden essence of history/ cosmology 
that he felt would dissolve the details of the present like an acid. With an 
entirely materialistic outlook, the practice of magic would've been absurd -- but 
writing was another matter. His themes and topics were certainly not 
commercial (although there has been a good deal of money minted in his 
name). The desire to continue producing amateur fiction, or sticking with such 
fiction as could be only sold to the low paying Weird Tales, show that his need 
was a purely magical one. And it produces results. The plots of his stories often 
came to him in dreams. Particularly noteworthy was the dream that lead to the 
production of the prose-poem "Nyarlathotep" in which he found the Hermes of 


his pantheon. This particular communicator form the other side, with his 
swarthy Egyptian skin, resembles both the figure of Hermes-Thoth and the 
preternatural entity that Crowley contacted in 1904. Lovecraft knew his need for 
the cosmic feeling his stories brought him, and throughout his letters and 
critical writings we see that need to evoke a mood repeated time and time again. 
In fact Lovecraft was sensitive enough to this process (despite the fact his 
materialist attitude kept him from ever consciously expressing it) that many of 
his stories are "about" the desired result of receiving communication form the 
other side. Cthulhu sends dreams. The Fungi from Yuggoth take the seeker 
away on a cosmic quest, or at the very least whisper all the secrets of the cosmos 
via certain human appendages. The primordial ones communicate through their 
vast murals found in hidden Antarctica. In the most revelatory of all his work, 
The Shadow out of Time the hero not only sends a message to the other side (by 
actually writing in the library of in the library of the Great Race), but actually 
receives a revelation of finding the message deep below ground (i.e. in the 
unconscious) "written in his own hand". 


Now having seen why magicians have a need to use certain hidden or encoded 
communications such as fiction writing, we turn to the question of why 
magicians need to read fiction. The simple reason of "inspiration' suffices, but it 
is to be noted that it is not the same sort of inspiration that one may glean from 
say a straightforward biography. Very little occult fiction provides a step by step 
account of ritual procedure, and those that do are amongst the most boring. 
One doesn't read "the White people" to find out the step by step ways of doing 
anything. Indeed the operant material is generally described under only the 
broadest (and there fore most evocative) of terms. One may be tempted to 
invent the Aklo language or script out the Mao game, but the actual use of occult 
literature is to allow the magician to receive communication form the "Other 
side". By the use of imagination and mood, the nature of that hidden realm is 
disclosed to us; although most often in a mysterious way. It would be difficult to 
provide a description of the shudder that hearing the caldron spell from 
Macbeth first gave us. Crowley choose Macbeth, The Tempest, and A 
Midsummer Night's Dream for the reading list of the A.'. A.'. "as being 
interesting for the traditions treated". The objective reality of these tradition 
were very small, but Crowley (nobody's fool) knew that the effect they had on 
the soul allowed something of that mysterious realm to be communicated. In 
short reading works which actually illustrate magic close the diagram above, 
and able the discerning magician to be benefit from the others illustrative work. 
This is not simple receiving a message from the author, that simple act of 
decoding which we all do as readers -- this is receiving a place of access to the 
Unknown from the Unknown. The magician who manages both this feat and the 
act of fictional creation therefore achieves in this postmodern society a sets of 
signs and symbols for communication with that unknown realm. 


The question facing the modern occultist is where the unknown is most active, 
or to put it in literary terms where are the new occult writers coming from, and 
in what arenas may they be found. As this quest has to be an intensely personal 
one, I can only give a few hints and recommendations. The works of Thomas 
Liggoti are universally praiseworthy and should be sought out. J. G. Ballard, 
who never once mentions anything overtly magical, is great place to learn about 
stasis and rebirth. Cities of the Red Night by William S. Burroughs with its 
masterful portrayal of the chthonic forces should be on every magician's library, 
and the magical realism of J orge Luis Borges and Garcia Marquez is not to be 
overlooked. The late Fritz Leiber is likewise a place where a thing or two can be 
learned. As for current magazines Elegia ( - 3116 Porter Lane, Ventura Ca 
93003) provides a fairly high understanding of the magical process cast in the 
current Gothic idiom. 


If you desire to be part of this process, you must create, and you must preserve 
by fighting off every attempt to suppress supernatural literature. The forces that 
produced writer's block within the self have their counterparts in the 
semiosphere. These mindless gray ones who take books off of school shelves. If 
you are a knight that seeks the Grail of inspiration, or the magician who creates 


its brew -- beware those gray dragons with dull eyes. There is no compromise 
with those who would limit our imagination, to set back and allow them control 
of our libraries is a spiritual negligence that will take its toll on our hearts. 


Read! Write! Preserve! 
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ALEISTER CROWLEY AND THE LAM STATEMENT 
©1996 By Ian Blake 


Thus far in my articles on the paranormal I have tried to convey an impression 
of pragmatism and common sense, dealing almost exclusively with the brain, its 
functions and -- more especially -- its dysfunctions. My aim has always been to 
explain various types of phenomena without explaining them away. Magic and 
the occult have been mentioned on a number of occasions, but only in passing, 
as a side issue, as it were. In the main I have confined myself to "armchair 
UFOlogy", leaving the wider implications (magical, spiritual, etc.) to other, 
possibly more capable hands. It is a fact however, that one seldom gets very far 
in these areas without coming across occult doctrine in one form or another, 
usually updated and translated into "new age" jargon. In this article I intend to 
examine some of the more esoteric aspects of UFOlogy, hopefully laying the 
groundwork for further investigation. 


UFO research, even of the armchair variety, calls for a high degree of mental 
flexibility. One can draw up general rules to assist in analysis, but it is necessary 
to keep an open mind at all times, and be prepared for the exception that cuts 
across all previous theories. This is especially true of the contactee syndrome, 
which serves as a crystallization point for all manner of complexes and 
repressed desires. My own, albeit limited experience has led me to the 
realization that most contactees are basically no different from the rest of us. 
They are in fact perfectly ordinary human beings suffering from familiar 
symptoms, particularly those of boredom, alienation and sheer lack of purpose. 
But what of the exceptions to this rule? What, for instance of the occultist who 
strives by an effort of will to establish contact with trans-spatial entities? 
According to a recent edition of the OTO (Ordo Templi Orientis) journal Khabs, 
"the central concern of magic is communion with discarnate or extraterrestrial 
intelligences." It is to this end that much contemporary occultism is predicated. 
As long ago as 1918 Aleister Crowley conducted a series of experiments in what 
would today be termed channeling, or "induced contacteeism". (This is of 
course a simplification of what actually took place, employed here for the sake 
of convenience.) Since then, several occultists, notably Michael Bertiaux in the 
1960s and a group of OTO initiates in the 1970s, have carried out similar 
magical workings. What is more their efforts in many cases have been crowned 
with remarkable success -- at least if the official OTO party line is to be believed. 
This in turn raises quite serious implications for the entire field of UFO 
research. In order to place these implications in their proper context, it is first of 
all necessary to say a few words regarding Aleister Crowley's Amalantrah 
Working, a series of visions and trance-communications received circa J anuary 
-- March 1918 by the oddly-named Roddie Minor, who was at that time acting 
as Crowley's Scarlet Woman. 


It is not my intention in writing this article to provide an introduction to the 
wider field of occultism, or to Thelemic doctrine per se. For readers who would 
prefer a clear and reasonably objective summary of the Amalantrah Working, 
Crowley's own Magical Record is invaluable. So too are Roddie Minor's own 
thoughts on the matter. Readers who do not have access to either of these are 
best advised to consult John Symond's The Great Beast, which gives a well- 
balanced and coherent account of what actually took place. 


The facts of the matter are briefly as follows: At the outbreak of WWI, Crowley 
set sail from his native England aboard the Lusitania, bound for the USA. 
Arriving in high spirits, he took up residence in an apartment on New York's 
bustling West 36th street and there divided his time more or less equally 
between acts of sex magic and the composition of crackpot pro-German 
propaganda for The Fatherland. Following an expedition to Vancouver via San 
Francisco and New Orleans he returned to New York and moved into furnished 
rooms on Central Park West. Roddie Minor, a married woman living apart from 
her husband, joined him there circa September/ October 1917 and together they 
set about exploring the wilder shores of magica sexualis. 


Crowley's personal record for October 1, 1917 describes Minor as "big, muscular, 
(and) sensual." J ohn Symonds adds that she was "broad-shouldered and 
pleasant- faced." In addition to these homely attributes, she also possessed a 
well-developed clairvoyant faculty. Under the influence of hashish and opium 
she described to Crowley a series of archetypal visions involving (among others) 
a king, a small boy and a wizard who introduced himself as "Amalantrah"--who 
delivered exhortations to "find the egg." The reaction of most people would no 
doubt be to view these accounts as nothing more than drug-induced 
hallucinations having no wider significance, but Aliester Crowley was no 
ordinary man. According to Symonds, he "made no attempt to interpret this 
material in terms of unconsciousness. To him the characters and incidents of 
mescal visions were more real than anything reality or the ego could provide. 
He would not have been surprised to meet...Amalantrah strolling up Fifth 
Avenue. The wizard would have descended onto the plane of illusion, that is all." 


At length, feeling that Amalantrah had nothing further to impart, Crowley 


decamped for Europe, leaving Roddie Minor to her own devices. But the story 
doesn't end there. It would be beyond my competence to provide a complete 
and faithful account of the Amalantrah Working and its aftermath. The last 
word on the subject will probably never be written. For the purpose of this 
article I need only observe that Crowley was not interested in ideas for their 
own sake, but in results. The details are unclear, but it seems that some stage 
during the proceedings he underwent a form of contactee experience involving a 
large-headed entity now known to occultists as Lam. 


Lam, (whose name derives from the Tibetan word for "way" or "path") later 
became the subject of a portrait by Crowley, drawn from life and imbued with a 
haunting inner quality of its own. The original was first exhibited in New York 
in 1919 and has been reproduced several times since then, most recently in the 
third issue of Starfire magazine. Although lacking the crude power of Crowley's 
more extravagant canvases and murals, it is nevertheless a remarkable piece of 
work. The subject is depicted in extreme close-up and appears somehow 
dwarfish, despite the fact that there is no indication of scale in the overall 
composition. The head is large, smooth and hairless, tapering to a pointed chin. 
The mouth is slitlike; the eyes extend partways around the sides of the face. 
There is no suggestion of clothing beyond what appears to be a cloak buttoned 
at the neck, nor does the entity have any ears. In short, Lam resembles nothing 
so much as a typical UFO occupant of the "examiner" type (what Americans 
would call "greys".) 


Crowley's portrait of Lam passed into the hands of Kenneth Grant circa 1945 
following an astral working in which he and Crowley were jointly involved. 
Grant, who was authorized in the early '50s to work the first three grades of the 
OTO, is now widely perceived as Crowley's natural heir and successor (what a 
can of worms that statement opens.--ed). His interest in CETI (Contact with 
Extraterrestrial Intelligence)-type phenomena is of long-standing duration. In 
1955 for instance, he announced the discovery of a trans-plutonian planet called 
Isis, and simultaneously established an order called the New Isis Lodge OTO for 
the purpose (among others) of contacting higher intelligences. A similar 
situation arose some 30 years later in the late 1980s, when Grant allegedly 
received ‘strong intimations' to the effect that Crowley's portrait of Lam "is the 
present focus of an extraterrestrial -- and perhaps trans-plutonic-- energy which 
the OTO is required to communicate at this critical period..." I have no idea as 
to the nature of these 'intimations', besides which, writing about magic isa 
dubious enterprise at best, fraught with semantic difficulties. Perhaps the best 
option in an article as necessarily as brief as this, is to quote directly from The 
Lam Statement, a text circulated among OTO initiates with a view to 
"regularizing the mode of rapport and constructing a magical formula for 
establishing communication with Lam." We are told first of all that: 


"It has been considered advisable by the Sovereign Sanctuary to regularize and 
to examine results achieved by individual members of the OTO who have 
established contact with the magical entity known as Lam. We are therefore 
founding an Inner Cult of this dikpala for the purpose of amassing precise 
accounts of such contacts... 


The portrait of (Lam) which is reproduced in The Magical Revival may be used 
as the visual focus, and can serve as the Yantra of the Cult; the name Lam is the 
Mantra; and the Tantra is the union with the dikpala by entering the Egg of 
Spirit represented by the Head. Entry may be affected by projecting 
consciousness through the eyes..." 


And elsewhere, in a section titled The Magical Procedure: 


The Mode of Entering the Egg may proceed as follows. Each votary is 
encouraged to experiment and evolve his own method from the basic procedure: 


1) Sit in silence before the portrait. 

2) Invoke mentally my silent repetition the Name. 

3) If response is felt to be positive...enter the Egg and merge with That which is 
within, and look out through the entity's eyes on what appears now to the votary 
an alien world. 

4) Seal the Egg, i.e., close the eyes of Lam and await developments. 


The Remainder of The Lam Statement deals with the practicalities of invocation 
and banishing in a ritual context. Some parts of the text are esoteric, having to 
do with the Cabala and other such difficult matters (my knowledge of occultism 
is largely theoretical; I have very little practical experience); others are 
remarkably straightforward. It is difficult to assess whether the claims made for 
"LAMeditation " have any basis in fact. Certain objections inevitably remain 
open. Nevertheless, we should be cautious about assuming that it is all pure 
imagination. There is a definite residue of data here that cannot be dismissed 
out of hand. The real question now facing us is simply: what exactly happens at 
times like this? What is the basis of these extraordinary accounts? Do we, in 
order to explain them, need to invoke the concept of 'trans-plutonian entities’, 
or are we dealing instead with archetypes dredged up from the collective 
unconscious? There is pervasive evidence to support both alternatives. All it 
takes is a willingness to look at the facts. 


Perhaps the most important point arising from The Lam Statement is simply 
that contactee type experiences can be induced at will. There are in fact a 
number of important parallels between "LAMeditation" and the broader issue of 
"contacteeism" in general. Consider: J ohn Keel once remarked that "in most 
contactee events the percipient is alone...when the UFO contact occurs." This 
observation might equally apply to the abductee syndrome. Once again the vast 
majority of all cases are uncorroborated by hard evidence. Independent witness 
testimony is so rare as to be virtually unknown. In short, whatever else it may 
be, "alien contact" ( I am loth to use the phrase without quotes) is essentially a 
solitary experience. And so too is LAMeditation. The Lam Statement makes this 
point in no uncertain terms, warning that group working is considered 
inadvisable. "Each votary should work in isolation," it stresses, "or only with his 
or her magical partner... IX° Working is held to be extremely dangerous (sic 
emphasis) in this area, even if both partners are officially IX°." The precise 
nature of this danger is not specified, but we are left in no doubt as to its reality. 


Nor do the similarities (with the contactee experience) end there. In common 
with most forms of magical procedure, rapport with Lam requires stern self- 
discipline and dedication to a higher purpose. Referring back to The Lam 
Statement we find that "adumbrations of identity with Lam may be experienced 
as astrong sense of the unreality or unfamiliarity of the "objective" universe. 
There is a definite parallel here with the curious sense of dissociation 
experienced by very many witnesses. In recent years there has been an 
increasing acceptance that this sort of thing is not pure delusion. J enny Randles 
for instance, refers to it as the "Oz Effect". Writing in The Pennine UFO Mystery 
she describes a typical case in which the witnesses "said that they were not 
afraid: indeed they were very strangely calm and subdued...isolated in time and 
space as if removed from the real world and melded with the UFO above them; 
only they and it existed..." Having personally experienced this odd sensation on 
two separate occasions I am reluctant to dismiss it merely as the subjective 
reaction of a highly-strung temperament. On the other hand, however I am 
equally reluctant to interpret it as some form of rapport with extraterrestrial 
entities. I suspect that most investigators would share my reluctance. (There is a 
tendency nowadays, particularly among UFO researchers here in the U.K., to 
dismiss the ETH (Extraterrestrial Hypothesis) as little more than a form of 
American cultural imperialism, rather on par with Coca Cola, McDonald's, and 
Ninja Turtles.) It is far more likely that we are dealing here with some form of 
psychic response, the precise nature of which is at present a mystery. 


In magical terms it is possible to identify Lam with the Dwarf Self, the Silent 
Self, Harpocrates, Hadit, and perhaps most significantly, the Babe In The Egg. 


Here I quote from Michael Staley's forward to The Lam Statement in Starfire 
vol. 1no. 3: "The Amalantrah is in many ways a continuation of the Abuldiz 
Working of several years previous. In both of these Workings the symbolism of 
the egg featured prominently. One of the earlier versions of the Amalantrah 
Working ended with the sentence, 'It's all in the egg.' During the final surviving 
version of this Working, in reference to a question about the egg, Crowley was 
told: 'Thou art to go this way." 


There is a certain danger in constructing theories based on intuitive or 
"inspired" source material. At this point I may be allowing my knowledge of 
UFOlogy to influence my interpretation of the Lam text. (Inevitably some of my 
assertions may seem to cross the line into pure fantasy; I can only ask the 
reader to bear with me.) I can't help seeing in Roddie Minor's channeled 
references to "the egg" a parallel with various issues relating to UFO research in 
general. 


Egg-shaped UFOs are of course by no means uncommon. There are dozens of 
examples on file. The famous Soccoro, New Mexico case (April 24, 1964) springs 
readily to mind. So too do the Salem, Massachusetts (J uly 16, 1952), Saigon, 
Vietnam (April 17, 1967), Levelland, Texas (November 3, 1967), and White 
Sands, New Mexico (also November 3, 1967) sightings. Space and brevity 
preclude going into these cases at length. Besides which, it would be to little 
purpose -- a tenuous connection at best. Far more significant are those cases 
where the witness seemingly enters what psychologists would term an "altered 
state of consciousness". Testimonies abound in this respect. For instance: "The 
room is whitish," abductee Stephen Kilburn recalled under hypnosis in 1978; 
"it's curved on the inside...I don't think there are any angles in the room. 
Everything is kind of milky or misty or something. It doesn't shine, but 
everything has that metallic glow to it." Accounts like this are by no means 
uncommon, and it is unlikely that all are pure fabrication. But what is the 
alternative? We seem to be dealing here with something very similar to the 
process of LAMeditation which, it will be recalled, entails "entering the egg and 
merging with that which is within." This recognition is important, for it leads us 
once again to the suspicion that the abduction syndrome may have something 
in common with what is traditionally called "magic". 


Before we allow ourselves to be convinced however, it is worth taking into 
account J ohn Rimmer's observation that the witness in this case, "one of a 
number investigated by Budd Hopkins, had no conscious memory of an 
abduction before the investigation." The phrase I have underlined is important, 
not least because the Lam procedure also involves a form of hypnosis, albeit self- 
administered and -regulated. Rimmer adds that "the UFO abduction as a 
distinct phenomenon exists as a result of the process of hypnotic regression." 
And again: "...to a very great extent the evidence for alien abductions stands or 
falls on the reliability of memories recalled through regression, and the 
techniques of hypnosis themselves." (Budd Hopkins and others do report that 
many abduction events are recalled without the aid of hypnosis--but bear with 
Mr. Blake here--ed.) 


These comments obviously go to the very heart of the matter. In real terms most 
accounts gained under hypnosis are so vague and imprecise as to be virtually 
worthless. The sensible reaction to them must inevitably be that they contain a 
certain amount of "confabulated" material, expressing the repressed desires of 
the unconscious mind. Hilary Evans seems to be referring to something of this 
sort in Visions * Apparitions * Alien Visitors when he asks, "Are we to suppose 
that, subconsciously, all the witnesses...were unconsciously seeking their 
encounter? And in that case do we have to suppose that every UFO percipient is 
also responding to some subconscious motivation?" I suspect so -- at least as a 
broad percept. I suspect furthermore, just as the vampires of eighteenth century 
Hungary were unable to cross a threshold uninvited, so the UFO entities of 
contemporary folklore are bound by a similar constraint. Having given the 
matter careful consideration, I am forced reluctantly to conclude that they too 
are unable to cross the threshold of human experience without first being 


"invited" in some way. 


In writing this article I have experienced none of the satisfaction from seeing a 
range of facts fall neatly into place. At the end of it all I am left feeling just as 
bewildered as ever. In order to assess The Lam Statement fully, it is necessary 
to consider the possibility that there may indeed be such a thing as genuine 
alien contact. Is it conceivable that some students of Thelema have indeed 
established contact with non-human entities? I believe that it is. I am not 
however, convinced that these entities are necessarily "trans-plutonian". There 
is a certain amount of evidence (internal consistency, cross-correspondences) to 
support such a contention, but the matter by its very nature cannot be proved 
scientifically. No matter. More than anything else, The Lam Statement testifies 
to the power of the unconscious mind. Translated out of occult terminology into 
the language of conventional psychology, we can see that it describes a process 
of self-exploration leading to a greater realization of inner potential. Perhaps 
this is the best way to view it. 
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The Palimsest 
by Hakim Bey© 


Nietzsche was so sane it drove him mad -- Charles Fourier was so mad he 
attained a kind of perfect sanity. 


Nietzsche exalted the overhuman as individual ("radical aristocratism") -- his 
society of freespirits would indeed consist of a "union of self-owning ones". 
Fourier exalted the Passional Series -- for him the individual failed to exist 
except in Harmonial Association. Polar opposites, these views -- howis it then 
that I see them as complementary, mutually illuminative, and both entirely 
feasible? 


One answer would be "dialectics". Even more accurately -- "taoist dialectics", 
not so much a waltz as a shimmy -- subtle, snaky and fractal. Another answer 
would be "surrealism" -- like a bicycle made out of hearts and thunderbolts. 
"Ideology" is NOT an answer -- that zombie jamboree, that triumphalism of 
spooks on parade. "Theory" cannot be identified with ideology nor even with 
ideology-in-process, because theory has set itself adrift from all categories -- 
because theory is nothing if not situation(al)ist -- because theory has not 
abandoned desire to "History". 


So theory drifts like one of Ibn Khaldun's nomads, while ideology remains rigid 
and stays put to build cities and moral imperatives; theory may be violent, but 
ideology is cruel. "Civilization" cannot exist without ideology (the calendar is 
probably the first ideology) because civilization emerges from the concretization 
of abstract categories rather than from "natural" or "organic" impulses. Thus 
paradoxically ideology has no object but itself. Ideology justifies all and any 
blood-atonement or cannibalism -- it sacrifices the organic precisely in order to 
attain the inorganic -- the "goal" of History -- which in fact turns out to be... 
ideology. Theory by contrast refuses to abandon desire and thereby attains to 
genuine objectivity, a movement outside itself, which is organic and "material" 
and cognitively opposed to civilization's false altruism and alienation. (On this, 
Fourier and Nietzsche quite agree.) 


Finally however I would propose what I call the palimpsestic theory of theory. 


A palimpsest is a manuscript that has been re-used by writing over the original 
writing, often at right angles to it, and sometimes more than once. Frequently 
it's impossible to say which layer was first inscribed; and in any case any 
"development" (except in orthography) from layer to layer would be sheer 
accident. The connections between layers are not sequential in time but 
juxtapositional in space. Letters of layer B might blot out letters in layer A, or 
vice versa, or might leave blank areas with no markings at all, but one cannot 
say that layer A "developed" into layer B (we're not even sure which came first). 


And yet the juxtapositions may not be purely "random" or "meaningless". One 
possible connection might lie in the realm of surrealist bibliomancy, or 
"synchronicities" (and as the oldtime Cabalists said, the blank spaces between 
letters may "mean" more than the letters themselves). Even "development" can 
provide a possible model for reading -- diachronicities can be hypothesized, a 
"history" can be composed for the manuscript, layers can be dated as in 
archeological digs. So long as we don't worship "development" we can still use it 
as one possible structure for our theorizing. 


The difference between a manuscript palimpsest and a theory-palimpsest is that 
the latter remains unfixed. It can be re-written -- re-inscribed -- with each new 
layer of accretion. And all the layers are transparent, translucent, except where 
clusters of inscription block the cabalistic light -- (sort of like a stack of 
animation gels). All the layers are "present" on the surface of the palimpsest -- 
but their development (including dialectical development) has become 
"invisible" and perhaps "meaningless". 


It would appear impossible to excuse this palimpsestic theory of theory from the 
charge of a subjective and magpie-like appropriationism -- a bit of critique here, 
a utopian proposal there -- but our excuse would have to consist of the claim 
that we're not looking for delicious ironies, but for bursts of light. If you're 
thirsting for PoMo Deconstruction or smirking hyperconformism, go back to 
school, get ajob -- we've got other fish to fry. 


Thus we construct an epistemological system -- a way of learning and knowing 
based on the juxtaposition of theoretical elements rather than their ideological 
development; in a sense, an a-historical system. We also avoid other forms of 
linearity, such as logical sequence and logical exclusion. If we admit history into 
this scheme we can use it as simply one more form of juxtaposition, without 
fetishizing it as an absolute -- the same holds true for logic, etc. 


This ludic approach to theory should not be confused with "moral 

relativism" (the devaluation of values), from which it is rescued by our 
"subjective teleology". That is, we (and not "history") are searching for 
purposes, goals, objects-of- desire (the revaluation of values). The playful nature 
of this action arises from the deployment of imagination (or the "Creative 
Imagination" as H. Corbin and the sufis call it) -- and also from the visionary 
discipline of "paranoia criticism" (S. Dali), the subjective revaluation of 
aesthetic categories. "The personal is the political." 


J uxtaposition, superimposition, and complex patterning thus produce a 
malleable unity (like the hidden monism of polytheism, rather than the hidden 
dualism of monotheism) -- paradoxology as epistemic method -- somewhat akin 
to ‘pataphysics or the "anarcho-dada epistemology" of Feyerabend (Against 
Method). "Badges? We don't need no stinking badges!" 


Here I'd like to "read into the record" so to speak the entire theoretico-historic 
debate about "Art" as a separate category (a museum of fetishes), and asa 
source for the reproduction of misery and alienation by the exclusion of 
non-"artists" from the pleasure of creativity (or "attractive labor", as Fourier 
called it). I want to mention the situationist proposal for the "suppression and 
realization of Art", i.e., its revolutionary suppression as a category, and its 
realization on the level of "everyday life" (that is to say, of life rather than the 
spectacle). 


This proposal in turn is based on the assumption that Art finally failed to 
function as an "avantgarde" (read: "vanguard") somewhere around the time the 
Surrealists entered the Communist Party -- and simultaneously, the gallery/ 
museum "Artworld" of commodity fetishism -- thus embracing spurious 


ideology and elitism in one spectacular flop. At this point, the remnants of the 
avantgarde began a process of attempted withdrawal from ideology and 
commodification (more or less carrying on from Berlin dada) as Lettrism, 
Situationism, No-Art, Fluxus, mail art, neoism, etc -- in which the emphasis 
shifted from vanguardism to a radical decentering of the creative impulse, away 
from the galleries and museums and enclaves of boho privilege -- toward the 
disappearance of "Art" and the re-appearance of the creative in the social. 


Of course, museums are now buying up these "movements" as well, as if to 
prove that anything (even "anti-Art") can be commodified. Each of these post- 
avantgarde movements has at some point fallen prey to confusion or temptation 
and tried to behave like one of the classic avant-gardes, and each has failed, as 
surrealism failed, to liberate the artwork from its role as commodity. 


Consequently the Artworld has eaten and interiorized art-theory which should 
-- if taken seriously -- cause it to self-destruct. Galleries thrive (or at least 
survive) on a nihilism which can only be contained by irony, and which would 
otherwise corrode and melt down the very walls of the museums. This essay, for 
example, will be printed in the catalog of a gallery exhibition, thus perpetrating 
the irony of calling for the suppression and realization of art from within the 
very structure that perpetuates the alienation of the non-artist and the 
fetishization of the artwork. Well, fuck irony. One can only hope that each 
compromise will be the last. 


Those who fail to see this situation as a malaise will read no further -- theory 
has enough to do without explaining its own nausea -- ad nauseam. 


The 20th century fascination with the "primitive" and the "naive" serves as a 
measure, first, of the exhaustion of "Art History"; and second, of the utopian 
desire for an art which would not be a separate category but congruent with life. 
No irony. Art as serious play. Artists have mimicked the forms of the primitive 
and naive without realizing that the whole production of these forms depends 
on the structural absence of alienation in the social (as in "tribal art") or 
individual artist. It is this lack of a split, of doubleness, in the art of Africa, of 
Java, or the lunatic asylum, that moved such sensitive souls as Klee to envy. 


In a society without "malaise" (at least, in tragic proportions) one might expect 
to see that "the artist is not a special kind of person, but each person is a special 
kind of artist." Coomaraswamy was thinking of Indonesia when he coined this 
slogan, and I myself was told in J ava that "Everyone must be an artist" -- a kind 
of mystical version of the suppression-and-realization theory. It's not precisely 
"specialization" (of labor or of cognition) that causes the nausea, by this 
reading, but rather separation -- fetishization, alienation. As each person is a 
special kind of artist, some artists will specialize in the grand integrative powers 
of creativity -- telling the central stories of the tribe so to speak -- the creation of 
value and "meaning" -- which can be called the "bardic function". 


In certain tribes this function is spread out among many individuals, but is 
always associated with a concentration of mana. In high "barbarian" cultures 
(such as the Celts) the function is institutionalized to some degree -- the bard is 
the "acknowledged legislator" of a society of artists. The Bardic function 
focalizes and integrates. 


If we sought for a symbolic moment at which the "break" occurred and the 
malaise began to set in, we might choose the passage in Plato's Republic where 
poets are banned from Utopia as "liars" -- as if the Law itself (as abstract 
category) were the only possible integrative function, excluding the nomadic 
imagination as opposition, as anti-Truth, as social chaos. The rational grid is 
now imposed on the organicity of life -- all good is seen in natura naturata and 
"being", while all becoming (natura naturans) is now associated with "evil". 


In the Renaissance the artist again begins to express "self" at the expense of the 
integrative function. This moment marks the opening of the "Romantic" 
trajectory, the artist's disappearance from the Social, the artwork's 
disappearance from life. The artist as promethean ego, the artwork as "fine" (i.e. 
useless) -- these measure the gap that has opened between an aesthetic elite, 
and the masses doomed to sterility and kitsch. And yet there seems to be 
something noble and courageous about this process, which is reflected in the 
bohemian freedom of the artist, and also in the artist's critique of civilization 
and its cruel dullness -- for the artist will now become the "unacknowledged 
legislator", the prophet without honor -- the romantic hero, inspired and 
doomed by one and the same divine insight. 


The artist yearns once again to fulfill the bardic function, to create aesthetic 
meaning for and with the tribe. In anger at being refused this role, the artist 
spirals out of control into ever greater alienation -- then into open rebellion -- 
and finally into silence. The romantic trajectory is played out. 


The Renaissance also witnesses the first modern attempt to recreate the integral 
("the order of intimacy") through the combined power of art and magic -- which 
are in fact seen as naturally related by the deep structure of both -- which is 
essentially linguistic. The unifying element is "action-at-a-distance", and the 
synthesis of all its ramifications is the Emblem Book which combines, according 
to a hieroglyphic science, the image, the word, and sometimes even music (as in 
M. Maier's Atlanta Fugiens), to bring about "moral" (i.e. spiritual) changes in 
the reader AND in the real world. 


The goal of the Renaissance Hermeticist/ artist was utopian -- as in the paradise 
scenes of Hieronyomous Bosch or the landscapes of the Hypnerotomachia -- 
and in this ambition can be seen the desire to reanimate the bardic function, to 
give meaning to the experience of the "tribe", to influence the consensual reality- 
paradigm, to change the world by art. Ultimate romantic project of Gaugin, 
Rimbaud, Wagner, Artaud, the Surrealists -- the artist as wizard-prophet of 
revolutionary desire. 


For all its failures, and all its sleazy accomodations with the Artworld of 
commodity capitalism, this magical tradition is our heritage, and in some crude 
way we still "believe" in it. Even to believe in the "suppression" of art is still to 
believe that art is important and effectual, at least by its disappearance. 
Moreover, the "freedom" of the artist would seem well worth protecting -- and 
sharing -- if only it were freedom for something and not just freedom from 
something. Despite the poverty, loneliness, and feelings of futility, we're only 
out here on the margin by and large because we like it, and because risk is good 
for our art. In these matters we are still Romantics. 


Nevertheless we are forced to admit that this magical-revolutionary project has 
failed -- once too often. Commodity fetishism is a negative feedback loop -- and 
as for the the hieroglyphic science, it has fallen into the hands of advertisers, 
spin-doctors, the "creative managers" of the post- spectacular "discourse" (or 
"simulacrum" as Baudrillard calls it), the real but hidden legislators of our all- 
too-virtual reality. The proposal for the suppression and realization of art is the 
culminating statement of the romantic- hermetic tradition of opposition, the last 
possible "development" in a dialectical progression that leads to our present 
impasse or blockage. 


If we look at "Art History" from this diachronic perspective we seem to find 
ourselves in a cul-de-sac, caught in an impossible paradox whereby the 
"purpose" of art must be to destroy art, so that "everyone" may be an artist. For 
us -- as artists -- this constitutes a dead end. What can we do? History has 
betrayed us. 


What happens however if we abandon the diachronic perspective? What if we 
superimpose all the "stages of development" in a palimpsest which can only be 
read as a synchronicity? What if we treat them as theories, all visible on a single 
surface, potentially related not in time but in space? 


Again, we should insist that our palimpsestic survey is not to be confused with 
some ironic PoMo vacation cruise through a watery graveyard of aesthetic 
categories. We're looking for values -- or for the imaginal power to create values 
(by knowing our "true desires", as the occultists say), and our search is not cool 
and detatched but passionate by definition -- not frivolous but serious -- not 
sober but playful -- for, to the bards, nothing is as serious as our intoxication 
with the ludic act of creativity. 


So we take the whole development discussed above and accordion it into a 
"manuscript" where every theory is written over every other theory. Like augurs 
studying clouds or the eleven kinds of lightning, like wizards with an obsidian 
mirror for the scrying of angelic alphabets, we now study "Art History" as if it 
had no history, as if all possibilities were eternally present and infinitely fluid. 
Seeming contradictions merely hide occult harmonies, "correspondences" -- all 
and any juxtapositions may prove fortuitous. "Palimpsestomancy." 


Assuming that the theories we discussed diachronically are now arranged 
synchronically upon the page of our palimpsest, let's try a trial reading and look 
for unexpected but revealing coincidences. Fourier's theory of attractive labor, 
for example, could be superimposed on Hesiod's cosmology, wherein the first 
three principles of becoming are Chaos, Eros, and Earth. Now desire can be 
seen as the force which draws the pure spontaneity of Imagination into the 
forms of Nature, or the "material bodily principle" -- desire as organizing 
principle of creativity -- desire as the only possible source of the social. 


"Action at a distance", the mainstay of the Hermetic paradigm, was supposed to 
be banished from the mechanistic philosophy which prevailed and conquered 
science in the 17th century; but it kept sneaking back into the discourse, first as 
an "explanation" for gravity ("attraction"), and nowin a hundred places -- the 
four forces in quantum physics, the influence of the "strange attractor" on 
disorganized matter, etc. 


Although magic failed to "work" for the Renaissance Hermeticists in the same 
measurable and predictable way that the experimental method, for instance, 
worked for Bacon and Newton, nevertheless the hieroglyphic science can be 
revived as an epistemological tool in our study of certain non- quantifiable (or 
ambiguous) phenomena such as language and other semantic codes which -- 
quite literally -- influence us "at a distance". The Hermeticists believed in ray- 
like emanations which could transfer the "moral power" of an image (its 
influence boosted by the appropriate colors, smells, sounds, words, astral fluids, 
etc.) to human consciousness "at a distance." 


Sight, or reflection, and sound, or inflection, create polyvalent memes, bits and 
clusters of "meaning", in the observer/ listener's "soul". By a process of 
"mutability" wherein everything symbolizes both itself and its opposite 
simultaneously, the hieroglyphic scientist weaves spells in a dark forest of 
ambiguity which is precisely the realm of the artist -- and in fact alchemists 
were known as "artists" of the "spagyric Art". J ust as the alchemist changes the 
world (of metals), so does the maker of an Emblembook or a public monument 
(such as an obelisk) change the world of cognition and of "moral" interpretation 
by the deployment of images and symbols. Leaving aside the question of 
"emanations", we arrive at an occult theory of art which was passed on (via 
Blake, for instance) to the Romantics and to us. 


Now, as Italo Calvino points out somewhere, all art is "political" -- invariably 
and inescapably -- since every artwork reflects the artist's assumptions about 


the "proper sort" of cognition, the "proper" relation of individual consciousness 
to group consciousness (aesthetic theory), etc., etc. In a sense all art is Utopian 
to the extent that it makes a statement (however vague) about the way things 
should be. 


The artist however may refuse to admit or even become conscious of this 
"political" dimension -- in which case, certain distortions may occur. Those 
artists who have abandoned the hermetic/ romantic idea of "moral influence" 
frequently reveal their political unconscious to the savy semiotician or 
dialectician. "Pure entertainment" turns out to be freighted with an ectoplasm 
of sheer reaction, and "pure art" is frequently even worse. 


By contrast, this artistic unconscious can inadvertently reveal what W. 
Benjamin called the "Utopian trace" -- a sort of Gnostic fragment of desire 
embedded in every human production, no matter how reproduced it may be. 
Advertising, for example, makes use of the Utopian trace to sell the image of a 
reproduction which promises (on the unconscious level) to change one's world, 
to make one's life better. Of course the commodity cannot deliver this change -- 
otherwise your desire would be satisfied and you would stop spending money 
on cheap imitations of desire. Tantalus can smell the meat and see the wine, but 
never taste -- he is the perfect "consumer" therefore, who pays (eternally) for 
pure image. In this sense advertising is the most Hermetic of all modern arts. 


The Utopian Trace can also be analyzed in another "damned" art-form, 
pornography -- which acts directly to bring unconsciousness to conscious 
cognition in the (measurable!) form of erotic arousal. It is Desire which draws 
out ("educates") this appearance of the utopian trace (however distorted) and 
organizes chaos toward action around a vision of "the way things ought to be". 
Masturbation is an epiphenomenon -- the real effect of pornography is to 
inspire seduction (as in Dante, where the lovers sin after reading Arthurian 
romances in the garden together). 


Right-wing bigots are correct when they accuse erotic arts of influencing and 
even changing the world, and leftish liberals are wrong when they imply that 
porn should be allowed because it's "harmless" -- because it's "only" art. 
Pornography is agitprop for the body politic, and inasmuch as it is "perverse" it 
agitates and propagandizes for a revolutionary liberation of desire -- which 
explains exactly why certain kinds of porn are outlawed and censored in every 
"democracy" of the world today. Since most commercial porn is produced on an 
unconscious and reactionary level, its proposed "revolution" is ambiguous 
indeed; but there's no theoretical reason why erotica cannot be used according 
to the hieroglyphic science for directly utopian ends. 


This brings us to the question of a utopian poetics. Nietzsche and Fourier would 
have agreed that art is not merely the reflection of reality but rather a new 
reality that seeks to impose itself in the world of thought and action by "occult" 
means, through "dionysan" powers and hermetic "correspondences" (hence 
their shared fascination with opera as the "complete artwork" and the ideal 
means of propagating their "philosophy’). 


Our "crazy" synthesis of Nietzsche and Fourier will reveal them both as 
neighbors of the Renaissance Hermeticists, who also pursued utopian political 
programs through action on the level of aesthetic perception, and through the 
very pleasure of creativity which in fact constitutes both the means and the goal 
of the utopian project. In Fourier, however, we find the truly divine notion that 
this aesthetic realization will manifest as collective action -- that society will re- 
constitute itself as a work of art. 


Each individual, with powers now augmented by Harmonial Association with 
the appropriate Passional Series, will become "a special kind of artist". Having 


realized their "true desires", all their desire becomes productive in a world given 
over to veritable orgies of creativity, eroticism, "gastrosophy", and aesthetic 
brilliance. J ust as shamanism is "democratized" in certain tribes where 
everyone is avisionary, Fourier elevates every member of the Phalanx to the 
status of a "great artist". Naturally some will be greater (i.e. more passionate) 
than others, but none will be excluded -- the "utopian minimum" guarantees 
creative power. Nietzsche speaks of "the will to Power as Art"; Fourier made it 
the principle of an anarchist utopia in which the sole organizing force is desire. 


There appear, on the face of our palimpsest, two apparently contradictory 
images: -- first, that of the artist as "bard", and as romantic rebel in a world that 
has denied the bardic function; and second, that of the suppression-and- 
realization-of-art, in which "artist" disappears as a privileged category in order 
to reappear (like J oyce's "Here Comes Everybody") in a shamanic 
democratization of Art. 


Would it be possible to intuit -- based on our anti-diachronic palimpsestic 
theorizing -- that this paradox may be merely apparent, a false dichotomy? Or 
that, even if it's a real paradox, we can construct a paradoxicalism capable of 
reconciling opposites on a "higher level" (coincidentia oppositorum)? Or that, 
like Alice, we can entertain several (or even six) conflicting contradictory 
notions "before breakfast"? Can we "save" ART from the imputation of failure, 
and the artist from the stain of elitism and vanguardism, while at the same time 
upholding the "revolution of everyday life" and the utopia of desire? 


In order to attempt an answer to these question I'd prefer to drop the problem 
or "plight" of Art and the artist, and concentrate instead on the plight of the 
artwork. After all, what can we say about the predicament of the artist, who 
(despite all "tragedy’) is still the only free spirit in the world of commodities, 
the only one who knows how to pay attention, the only one blessed with 
obsession, and the only practitioner of attractive labor? [ Note: of course I'm 
defining "artist" here as anyone freespirited and obsessive and able to pay 
attention, whether or not they are involved in "the arts" or belong to the boho 
counterculture, etc., etc.] 


Compared with this good fortune, the real tragedy seems to involve not the 
artist but the work of art. The artwork is alienated as commodity both from the 
producer and from the consumer. Either it is removed from "everyday life" as a 
unique fetish, or else it is robbed of its "aura" through reproduction. In the 
economy of simulacra, the image is cut loose and floats free of all referents -- 
hence all images can be "recuperated", even (or especially) the most 
"transgressive" or subversive images, as commodities in themselves, items with 
price but no value. The gallery is the terminal and the museum is the terminus 
of this process of alienation. The museum represents the final fixation of price 
and price as the meaning of the image. Forget the question of "saving" the 
artist; is it possible to "save" the work of art? 


In order to "justify" and "redeem" the artwork it would be necessary to remove 
it from the economy of the commodity. The only other economy capable of 
sustaining the artwork would be the "economy of the gift", of reciprocity. This 
concept was sytematized by the anthropologist M. Mauss in his masterpiece The 
Gift, and exercised great influence on thinkers diverse as Bataille and Levi 
Strauss. It was exemplified in the potlach ceremonies of the Northwest coastal 
Amer-indian societies, but it can be hypothesized as a universal. 


Before the emergence of "money" and "contract", all human society is based on 
the Gift, and the return of the Gift. Before the conceptualization of "surplus" 
and "scarcity" there prevails an apprehension of the "excessive" generosity of 
nature and society, which must be expended (or "expressed" as Nietzsche put it) 
in cultural production, aesthetic exchange, or -- especially -- in the festival. 


In the context of the Gift economy, the festival is the focussing power of the 
social -- the nexus of exchange -- actually a kind of "government". As the Gift 
economy gives way to a money economy however, the festival begins to take on 
a "dark" aspect. It becomes the periodic saturnalia or turning- upside-down of 
the social order, a permitted burst of excess which will purge the people of their 
natural resentment against alienation and hierarchy, a disorder which 
paradoxically restores order. 


But as the money economy gives way to the commodity economy, the festival 
undergoes yet another shift of meaning. By preserving the Gift within the total 
matrix of a system which is hostile to the Gift, the festival in its saturnalian 
mode has become a genuine focus of opposition to the economic consensus. 
This opposition remains largely unconscious, and the spectacle can recuperate 
most of its energies (think of Christmas!) -- but the spontaneous festival 
remains a real source of utopian energy nevertheless. 


The "Be-In", the gathering, and the Rave, have all appeared to modern authority 
as dangerous nodes of total disorder precisely because they attempt to remove 
the energy of the Gift from the economy of the commodity. The post-surrealist 
post- Situationist art movements that have carried on the project of suppression- 
and-realization have all developed festal theories. J acques Attali's Noise, which 
explores suppression-and- realization in terms of music (he calls it "the stage of 
composition") is based on an analysis of a painting by Breughel of a festival. 
Indeed, the festival is an inescapable component of any theory which offers to 
restore the Gift to the center of the creative project. 


Is the work of art "saved"? It would be better to ask if the work of art possesses a 
soteriological dimension or function. Is the artwork salvific? Can it redeem me? 
And how can it do so unless it is liberated from alienation in a festal economy? 
Art was born free and everywhere finds itself in chains -- obviously the 
"revolutionary task" of the artist consists not so much in making art but in 
liberating the artwork. 


In fact, it appears that if we desire to work for suppression-and-realization we 
must (paradoxically?) revive that most dangerously romantic view of the artist 
as rebel, as creator-destroyer -- as occultist revolutionary. If creative life 
(including value-creation) can be called "freedom", then the artist is a prophet 
(vates or bard/ seer) of this freedom -- just as Blake believed. By means of the 
hieroglyphic science the artist embeds, codes, englobes, educts, expresses, 
beckons. The work of art as seduction asks to be superceded and seduced in 
turn by the brilliance of each and all -- it demands reciprocity . Not life as ART 
(which would be an intolerable form of dandyism) -- but art as Life. 


In the end, can anything be done about all this within the context of the gallery, 
the museum, the economy of the commodity? Is there a way to avoid or subvert 
the process of recuperation? Possibly. First, because the gallery-world has been 
so devalued (largely because it grows ever more boring) and hence becomes 
desperate to try anything. Second, because the artwork, despite everything, 
retains a touch of magic. 


If we artists are forced (by penury for example) to work within the gallery- 
world, we can still ask ourselves how best to "advance the struggle" and make 
real spiritual agitprop for the cause of creative chaos. NOT through ever-more- 
arcane elitism, obviously. NOT by crude Socialist Realism and overtly "political" 
art. NOT by ever-more-morbid deathkult "transgression" and hip 
armageddonism. NOT by ironic hyperconformity. 


There may exist many possible strategies for "boring from within" the Artworld 
-- but I can think of only one that doesn't involve crude physical destruction. 
Simply this: -- Every artwork can be made in the most transparent possible way 


according to the (ever-unfolding) principles of utopian poetics and the 
hieroglyphic science. 


Each artwork would be a consciously- devised "seduction machine" or magical 
engine meant to awaken true desires, anger at the repression of those desires, 
belief in the non-impossibility of those desires. Some artworks would consist of 
settings for the realization of desire, others would evoke and articulate the 
object/ subject of desire, others would shroud everything in mystery, still others 
would render themselves completely translucent. The artwork should shift 
attention away from itself as the privileged icon or fetish or desirable thing, and 
instead focus attention on liberatory energies. 


The works of certain "earth- artists" for example, which transmute landscape 
(with the simplest and most painstaking gestures) into utopian settings or erotic 
dreamscapes; the works of certain "installation-artists" whose micro- realities 
concern memory, desire, play, all the revery-energies of Bachelard's 
"imagination" and his "psychoanalysis of space" -- art of this sort can be shown 
or documented within the Artworld context, in galleries or museums, even 
though its purpose and effect would be to dissolve those structures and "leak 
out" into everyday life, where it would leave a trace of the marvelous, and a 
thirst for more. 


Similar strategies could be evolved for other artforms -- printed books, music, 
or even the festival as collective creation. In every case I believe that the most 
effective work can be done outside the institutions of aesthetic discourse, and 
even as attacks on those institutions. However, we should take advantage of our 
access to Artworld and its privileges to use it as a launching pad for an assault 
on its own exclusivity, its professionalist elitism, its irrelevance, its ennui -- and 
its power. 


The specific tactics of this insurrectionary strategy remain in the hands of 
individual artists and the vertu or power of their creations. The point is an 
insane generosity, a donation larger than any commodity- transaction can 
recuperate, a free gift over and beyond all computation. The artwork becomes a 
virus of excess, an instigation to utopian desire -- a soteriological device. 
Nothing makes better sense than the attempts of the ArtWorld to demolish 
itself. The purpose however is not to destroy the space of creativity but to open 
it up -- not to depopulate it but to invite "everyone" inside. We don't want to 
leave; we want (finally) to arrive. To declare the J ubilee. 
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Of Other Spaces (1967), Heterotopias 
By Michel Foucault 


The great obsession of the nineteenth century was, as we know, history: with its 
themes of development and of suspension, of crisis, and cycle, themes of the 
ever-accumulating past, with its great preponderance of dead men and the 
menacing glaciation of the world. The nineteenth century found its essential 
mythological resources in the second principle of thermaldynamics- The 
present epoch will perhaps be above all the epoch of space. We are in the epoch 
of simultaneity: we are in the epoch of juxtaposition, the epoch of the near and 
far, of the side-by-side, of the dispersed. We are at a moment. I believe, when 
our experience of the world is less that of a long life developing through time 
than that of a network that connects points and intersects with its own skein. 
One could perhaps say that certain ideological conflicts animating present-day 
polemics oppose the pious descendents of time and the determined inhabitants 
of space. Structuralism, or at least which is grouped under this slightly too 
general name, is the effort to establish, between elements that could have been 
connected on a temporal axis, an ensemble of relations that makes them appear 
as juxtaposed, set off against one another, implicated by each other-that makes 
them appear, in short, as a sort of configuration. Actually, structuralism does 
not entail denial of time; it does involve a certain manner of dealing with what 
we call time and what we call history. 


Yet it is necessary to notice that the space which today appears to form the 
horizon of our concerns, our theory, our systems, is not an innovation; space 
itself has a history in Western experience, and it is not possible to disregard the 
fatal intersection of time with space. One could say, by way of retracing this 
history of space very roughly, that in the Middle Ages there was a hierarchic 
ensemble of places: sacred places and profane plates: protected places and 
open, exposed places: urban places and rural places (all these concern the real 
life of men). In cosmological theory, there were the supercelestial places as 
opposed to the celestial, and the celestial place was in its turn opposed to the 
terrestrial place. There were places where things had been put because they had 
been violently displaced, and then on the contrary places where things found 


their natural ground and stability. It was this complete hierarchy, this 
opposition, this intersection of places that constituted what could very roughly 
be called medieval space: the space of emplacement. 


This space of emplacement was opened up by Galileo. For the real scandal of 
Galileo's work lay not so much in his discovery, or rediscovery, that the earth 
revolved around the sun, but in his constitution of an infinite, and infinitely 
open space. In such a space the place of the Middle Ages turned out to be 
dissolved. as it were; a thing's place was no longer anything but a point in its 
movement, just as the stability of a thing was only its movement indefinitely 
slowed down. In other words, starting with Galileo and the seventeenth century, 
extension was substituted for localization. 


Today the site has been substituted for extension which itself had replaced 
emplacement. The site is defined by relations of proximity between points or 
elements; formally, we can describe these relations as series, trees, or grids. 
Moreover, the importance of the site as a problem in contemporary technical 
work is well known: the storage of data or of the intermediate results of a 
calculation in the memory of a machine, the circulation of discrete elements 
with a random output (automobile traffic is a simple case, or indeed the sounds 
on a telephone line); the identification of marked or coded elements inside a set 
that may be randomly distributed, or may be arranged according to single or to 
multiple classifications. 


In a still more concrete manner, the problem of siting or placement arises for 
mankind in terms of demography. This problem of the human site or living 
space is not simply that of knowing whether there will be enough space for men 
in the world -a problem that is certainly quite important - but also that of 
knowing what relations of propinquity, what type of storage, circulation, 
marking, and classification of human elements should be adopted in a given 
situation in order to achieve a given end. Our epoch is one in which space takes 
for us the form of relations among sites. 


In any case I believe that the anxiety of our era has to do fundamentally with 
space, no doubt a great deal more than with time. Time probably appears to us 
only as one of the various distributive operations that are possible for the 
elements that are spread out in space, 


Now, despite all the techniques for appropriating space, despite the whole 
network of knowledge that enables us to delimit or to formalize it, 
contemporary space is perhaps still not entirely desanctified (apparently unlike 
time, it would seem, which was detached from the sacred in the nineteenth 
century). To be sure a certain theoretical desanctification of space (the one 
signaled by Galileo's work) has occurred, but we may still not have reached the 
point of a practical desanctification of space. And perhaps our life is still 
governed by a certain number of oppositions that remain inviolable, that our 
institutions and practices have not yet dared to break down. These are 
oppositions that we regard as simple givens: for example between private space 
and public space, between family space and social space, between cultural space 
and useful space, between the space of leisure and that of work. All these are 
still nurtured by the hidden presence of the sacred. 


Bachelard's monumental work and the descriptions of phenomenologists have 
taught us that we do not live in a homogeneous and empty space, but on the 
contrary in a space thoroughly imbued with quantities and perhaps thoroughly 
fantasmatic as well. The space of our primary perception, the space of our 
dreams and that of our passions hold within themselves qualities that seem 
intrinsic: there is a light, ethereal, transparent space, or again a dark, rough, 
encumbered space; a space from above, of summits, or on the contrary a space 
from below of mud; or again a space that can be flowing like sparkling water, or 
space that is fixed, congealed, like stone or crystal. Yet these analyses, while 


fundamental for reflection in our time, primarily concern internal space. I 
should like to speak now of external space. 


The space in which we live, which draws us out of ourselves, in which the 
erosion of our lives. our time and our history occurs, the space that claws and 
gnaws at us, is also, in itself, a heterogeneous space. In other words, we do not 
live in a kind of void, inside of which we could place individuals and things. We 
do not live inside a void that could be colored with diverse shades of light, we 
live inside a set of relations that delineates sites which are irreducible to one 
another and absolutely not superimposable on one another. 


Of course one might attempt to describe these different sites by looking for the 
set of relations by which a given site can be defined. For example, describing the 
set of relations that define the sites of transportation, streets, trains (a train is 
an extraordinary bundle of relations because it is something through which one 
goes, it is also something by means of which one can go from one point to 
another, and then it is also something that goes by). One could describe, via the 
cluster of relations that allows them to be defined, the sites of temporary 
relaxation -cafes, cinemas, beaches. Likewise one could describe, via its network 
of relations, the closed or semi-closed sites of rest - the house, the bedroom, the 
bed, el cetera. But among all these sites, I am interested in certain ones that 
have the curious property of being in relation with all the other sites, but in such 
a way as to suspect, neutralize, or invent the set of relations that they happen to 
designate, mirror, or reflect. These spaces, as it were, which are linked with all 
the others, which however contradict all the other sites, are of two main types. 


HETEROTOPIAS 


First there are the utopias. Utopias are sites with no real place. They are sites 
that have a general relation of direct or inverted analogy with the real space of 
Society. They present society itself in a perfected form, or else society turned 
upside down, but in any case these utopias are fundamentally unreal spaces. 


There are also, probably in every culture, in every civilization, real places - 
places that do exist and that are formed in the very founding of society - which 
are something like counter-sites, a kind of effectively enacted utopia in which 
the real sites, all the other real sites that can be found within the culture, are 
simultaneously represented, contested, and inverted. Places of this kind are 
outside of all places, even though it may be possible to indicate their location in 
reality. Because these places are absolutely different from all the sites that they 
reflect and speak about, I shall call them, by way of contrast to utopias, 
heterotopias. I believe that between utopias and these quite other sites, these 
heterotopias, there might be a sort of mixed, joint experience, which would be 
the mirror. The mirror is, after all, a utopia, since it is a placeless place. In the 
mirror, I see myself there where I am not, in an unreal, virtual space that opens 
up behind the surface; I am over there, there where I am not, a sort of shadow 
that gives my own visibility to myself, that enables me to see myself there where 
I am absent: such is the utopia of the mirror. But it is also a heterotopia in so far 
as the mirror does exist in reality, where it exerts a sort of counteraction on the 
position that I occupy. From the standpoint of the mirror I discover my absence 
from the place where I am since I see myself over there. Starting from this gaze 
that is, as it were, directed toward me, from the ground of this virtual space that 
is on the other side of the glass, I come back toward myself; I begin again to 
direct my eyes toward myself and to reconstitute myself there where I am. The 
mirror functions as a heterotopia in this respect: it makes this place that I 
occupy at the moment when I look at myself in the glass at once absolutely real, 
connected with all the space that surrounds it, and absolutely unreal, since in 
order to be perceived it has to pass through this virtual point which is over 
there. 


As for the heterotopias as such, how can they be described? What meaning do 
they have? We might imagine a sort of systematic description - I do not say a 
science because the term is too galvanized now -that would, in a given society, 
take as its object the study, analysis, description, and 'reading' (as some like to 
say nowadays) of these different spaces, of these other places. As a sort of 
simultaneously mythic and real contestation of the space in which we live, this 
description could be called heterotopology. 


Its first principle is that there is probably not a single culture in the world 
that fails to constitute heterotopias. That is a constant of every human group. 
But the heterotopias obviously take quite varied forms, and perhaps no one 
absolutely universal form of heterotopia would be found. We can however class 
them in two main categories. 


In the so-called primitive societies, there is a certain form of heterotopia that I 
would call crisis heterotopias, i.e., there are privileged or sacred or forbidden 
places, reserved for individuals who are, in relation to society and to the human 
environment in which they live, in a state of crisis: adolescents, menstruating 
women, pregnant women. the elderly, etc. In out society, these crisis 
heterotopias are persistently disappearing, though a few remnants can still be 
found. For example, the boarding school, in its nineteenth-century form, or 
military service for young men, have certainly played such a role, as the first 
manifestations of sexual virility were in fact supposed to take place "elsewhere" 
than at home. For girls, there was, until the middle of the twentieth century, a 
tradition called the "honeymoon trip" which was an ancestral theme. The young 
woman's deflowering could take place "nowhere" and, at the moment of its 
occurrence the train or honeymoon hotel was indeed the place of this nowhere, 
this heterotopia without geographical markers. 


But these heterotopias of crisis are disappearing today and are being replaced, I 
believe, by what we might call heterotopias of deviation: those in which 
individuals whose behavior is deviant in relation to the required mean or norm 
are placed. Cases of this are rest homes and psychiatric hospitals, and of course 
prisons, and one should perhaps add retirement homes that are, as it were, on 
the borderline between the heterotopia of crisis and the heterotopia of deviation 
since, after all, old age is a crisis, but is also a deviation since in our society 
where leisure is the rule, idleness is a sort of deviation. 


The second principle of this description of heterotopias is that a society, as 
its history unfolds, can make an existing heterotopia function in a very different 
fashion; for each heterotopia has a precise and determined function within a 
society and the same heterotopia can, according to the synchrony of the culture 
in which it occurs, have one function or another. 


As an example! shall take the strange heterotopia of the cemetery. The 
cemetery is certainly a place unlike ordinary cultural spaces. It is a space that is 
however connected with all the sites of the city, state or society or village, etc., 
since each individual, each family has relatives in the cemetery. In western 
culture the cemetery has practically always existed. But it has undergone 
important changes. Until the end of the eighteenth century, the cemetery was 
placed at the heart of the city, next to the church. In it there was a hierarchy of 
possible tombs. There was the charnel house in which bodies lost the last traces 
of individuality, there were a few individual tombs and then there were the 
tombs inside the church. These latter tombs were themselves of two types, 
either simply tombstones with an inscription, or mausoleums with statues. This 
cemetery housed inside the sacred space of the church has taken on a quite 
different cast in modern civilizations, and curiously, it is in a time when 
civilization has become ‘atheistic,’ as one says very crudely, that western culture 
has established what is termed the cult of the dead. 


Basically it was quite natural that, in a time of real belief in the resurrection of 


bodies and the immortality of the soul, overriding importance was not accorded 
to the body's remains. On the contrary, from the moment when people are no 
longer sure that they have a soul or that the body will regain life, it is perhaps 
necessary to give much more attention to the dead body, which is ultimately the 
only trace of our existence in the world and in language. In any case, it is from 
the beginning of the nineteenth century that everyone has a right to her or his 
own little box for her or his own little personal decay, but on the other hand, it 
is only from that start of the nineteenth century that cemeteries began to be 
located at the outside border of cities. In correlation with the individualization 
of death and the bourgeois appropriation of the cemetery, there arises an 
obsession with death as an 'illness.' The dead, it is supposed, bring illnesses to 
the living, and it is the presence and proximity of the dead right beside the 
houses, next to the church, almost in the middle of the street, it is this proximity 
that propagates death itself. This major theme of illness spread by the contagion 
in the cemeteries persisted until the end of the eighteenth century, until, during 
the nineteenth century, the shift of cemeteries toward the suburbs was initiated. 
The cemeteries then came to constitute, no longer the sacred and immortal 
heart of the city, but the other city, where each family possesses its dark resting 
place. 


Third principle. The heterotopia is capable of juxtaposing in a single real 
place several spaces, several sites that are in themselves incompatible. Thus it is 
that the theater brings onto the rectangle of the stage, one after the other, a 
whole series of places that are foreign to one another; thus it is that the cinema 
is avery odd rectangular room, at the end of which, on a two-dimensional 
screen, one sees the projection of a three-dimensional space, but perhaps the 
oldest example of these heterotopias that take the form of contradictory sites is 
the garden. We must not forget that in the Orient the garden, an astonishing 
creation that is now a thousand years old, had very deep and seemingly 
superimposed meanings. The traditional garden of the Persians was a sacred 
space that was supposed to bring together inside its rectangle four parts 
representing the four parts of the world, with a space still more sacred than the 
others that were like an umbilicus, the navel of the world at its center (the basin 
and water fountain were there); and all the vegetation of the garden was 
supposed to come together in this space, in this sort of microcosm. As for 
carpets, they were originally reproductions of gardens (the garden is a rug onto 
which the whole world comes to enact its symbolic perfection, and the rugisa 
sort of garden that can move across space). The garden is the smallest parcel of 
the world and then it is the totality of the world. The garden has been a sort of 
happy, universalizing heterotopia since the beginnings of antiquity (our modern 
zoological gardens spring from that source). 


Fourth principle. Heterotopias are most often linked to slices in time - which 
is to say that they open onto what might be termed, for the sake of symmetry, 
heterochronies. The heterotopia begins to function at full capacity when men 
arrive at a sort of absolute break with their traditional time. This situation 
shows us that the cemetery is indeed a highly heterotopic place since, for the 
individual, the cemetery begins with this strange heterochrony, the loss of life, 
and with this quasi-eternity in which her permanent lot is dissolution and 
disappearance. 


From a general standpoint, in a society like ours heterotopias and 
heterochronies are structured and distributed in a relatively complex fashion. 
First of all, there are heterotopias of indefinitely accumulating time, for example 
museums and libraries, Museums and libraries have become heterotopias in 
which time never stops building up and topping its own summit, whereas in the 
seventeenth century, even at the end of the century, museums and libraries 
were the expression of an individual choice. By contrast, the idea of 
accumulating everything, of establishing a sort of general archive, the will to 
enclose in one place all times, all epochs, all forms, all tastes, the idea of 
constituting a place of all times that is itself outside of time and inaccessible to 
its ravages, the project of organizing in this way a sort of perpetual and 
indefinite accumulation of time in an immobile place, this whole idea belongs to 


our modernity. The museum and the library are heterotopias that are proper to 
western culture of the nineteenth century. 


Opposite these heterotopias that are linked to the accumulation of time, there 
are those linked, on the contrary, to time in its most flowing, transitory, 
precarious aspect, to time in the mode of the festival. These heterotopias are not 
oriented toward the eternal, they are rather absolutely temporal [chroniques]. 
Such, for example, are the fairgrounds, these' marvelous empty sites on the 
outskirts of cities that teem once or twice a year with stands, displays, 
heteroclite objects, wrestlers, snakewomen, fortune-tellers, and so forth. Quite 
recently, a new kind of temporal heterotopia has been invented: vacation 
villages, such as those Polynesian villages that offer a compact three weeks of 
primitive and eternal nudity to the inhabitants of the cities. You see, moreover, 
that through the two forms of heterotopias that come together here, the 
heterotopia of the festival and that of the eternity of accumulating time, the huts 
of Djerba are in asense relatives of libraries and museums. for the rediscovery 
of Polynesian life abolishes time; yet the experience is just as much the,, 
rediscovery of time, it is as if the entire history of humanity reaching back to its 
origin were accessible in a sort of immediate knowledge, 


Fifth principle. Heterotopias always presuppose a system of opening and 
closing that both isolates them and makes them penetrable. In general, the 
heterotopic site is not freely accessible like a public place. Either the entry is 
compulsory, as in the case of entering a barracks or a prison, or else the 
individual has to submit to rites and purifications. To get in one must have a 
certain permission and make certain gestures. Moreover, there are even 
heterotopias that are entirely consecrated to these activities of purification - 
purification that is partly religious and partly hygienic, such as the hammin of 
the Moslems, or else purification that appears to be purely hygienic, as in 
Scandinavian saunas. 


There are others, on the contrary, that seem to be pure and simple openings, 
but that generally hide curious exclusions. Everyone can enter into thew 
heterotopic sites, but in fact that is only an illusion- we think we enter where we 
are, by the very fact that we enter, excluded. I am thinking for example, of the 
famous bedrooms that existed on the great farms of Brazil and elsewhere in 
South America. The entry door did not lead into the central room where the 
family lived, and every individual or traveler who came by had the right to ope 
this door, to enter into the bedroom and to sleep there for a night. Now these 
bedrooms were such that the individual who went into them never had access to 
the family's quarter the visitor was absolutely the guest in transit, was not really 
the invited guest. This type of heterotopia, which has practically disappeared 
from our civilizations, could perhaps be found in the famous American motel 
rooms where a man goes with his car and his mistress and where illicit sex is 
both absolutely sheltered and absolutely hidden, kept isolated without however 
being allowed out in the open. 


Sixth principle. The last trait of heterotopias is that they have a function in 
relation to all the space that remains. This function unfolds between two 
extreme poles. Either their role is to create a space of illusion that exposes every 
real space, all the sites inside of which human life is partitioned, as still more 
illusory (perhaps that is the role that was played by those famous brothels of 
which we are now deprived). Or else, on the contrary, their role is to create a 
space that is other, another real space, as perfect, as meticulous, as well 
arranged as ours is messy, ill constructed, and jumbled. This latter type would 
be the heterotopia, not of illusion, but of compensation, and I wonder if certain 
colonies have not functioned somewhat in this manner. In certain cases, they 
have played, on the level of the general organization of terrestrial space, the role 
of heterotopias. I am thinking, for example, of the first wave of colonization in 
the seventeenth century, of the Puritan societies that the English had founded in 
America and that were absolutely perfect other places. I am also thinking of 
those extraordinary J esuit colonies that were founded in South America: 
marvelous, absolutely regulated colonies in which human perfection was 


effectively achieved. The J esuits of Paraguay established colonies in which 
existence was regulated at every turn. The village was laid out according to a 
rigorous plan around a rectangular place at the foot of which was the church; on 
one side, there was the school; on the other, the cemetery-, and then, in front of 
the church, an avenue set out that another crossed at fight angles; each family 
had its little cabin along these two axes and thus the sign of Christ was exactly 
reproduced. Christianity marked the space and geography of the American 
world with its fundamental sign. 


The daily life of individuals was regulated, not by the whistle, but by the bell. 
Everyone was awakened at the same time, everyone began work at the same 
time; meals were at noon and five o'clock-, then came bedtime, and at midnight 
came what was called the marital wake-up, that is, at the chime of the 
churchbell, each person carried out her/his duty. 


Brothels and colonies are two extreme types of heterotopia, and if we think, 
after all, that the boat is a floating piece of space, a place without a place, that 
exists by itself, that is closed in on itself and at the same time is given over to the 
infinity of the sea and that, from port to port, from tack to tack, from brothel to 
brothel, it goes as far as the colonies in search of the most precious treasures 
they conceal in their gardens, you will understand why the boat has not only 
been for our civilization, from the sixteenth century until the present, the great 
instrument of economic development (I have not been speaking of that today), 
but has been simultaneously the greatest reserve of the imagination. The ship is 
the heterotopia par excellence. In civilizations without boats, dreams dry up, 
espionage takes the place of adventure, and the police take the place of pirates. 
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ABSTRACT 
Sf films such as Blade Runner and Ghost in the Shell take a deep interest in the Hong Kong urbanscape at the turn of the century. With 
its history of dislocation, migration, and marginality in its colonial days, Hong Kong emerges as a model city for the sf genre of "future 
noir"; its overcrowded, disjunctive cityscape provides a perfect setting for multiculturalism in a postmodern context. This article takes 
readers on a guided tour of a unique shopping mall at the hub of Hong Kong urbanscape, Times Square, as an illustration of how we can 
read out of it an "urban secret located at the intersection" of sf and the postmodern. 


Colonial cities can be viewed as the forerunners of what the contemporary capitalist world city would eventually 
become. For ... in the colonial and paracolonial societies and especially Asia, Africa and Latin America ... the 
representatives and institutions of industrial capitalism first confronted those of ethnically, racially, and 
culturally different pre-industrial and pre-capitalist societies at any significant scale. -- Anthony King, Global 
Cities (38) 


The gigantic mass is immobilized before the eyes. It is transformed into a texturology in which extremes coincide 
-- extremes of ambition and degradation, brutal oppositions of races and styles, contrasts between yesterday's 
buildings, already transformed into trash cans, and today's urban irruptions that block out its space.... Its 
present invents itself, from hour to hour, in the act of throwing away its previous accomplishments and 
challenging the future. -- Michel de Certeau, "Walking in the City" (152) 


L It is now widely acknowledged that Ridley Scott's Blade Runner (1982/ 1992) initiated a whole tradition of cult 
movies later grouped under the label "cyberpunk." Blade Runner's style draws its images from urban spaces all over 
the world, including such Asian cities as Tokyo and Hong Kong. Science fiction film critics are less aware, however, 
that when anime film director Mamoru Oshii was looking for a model of the city of the future in a computerized world, 
he turned for his primary inspiration to the cityscape of Hong Kong. Through his art designers, actual spots in the city 
of Hong Kong were transformed into the mise-en-scène of Ghost in the Shell, first released in the United States in 
March 1996. 


Science fiction has not fared well in Hong Kong (either in terms of production or consumption), nor is there a 
cyberpunk culture among Hong Kong's young computer users. So the question arises: what elements in Hong Kong 
provided inspiration for this cinematic representation of a near-future city characterized by decadence, anarchy, and 
fantasy on the one hand, and a mistrusted, high-tech hyper-reality on the other? Taking up this question, I will first 
suggest a reading of a shopping complex in Hong Kong that emphasizes its fragmentation, disjunctiveness, and 
ephemerality. Like Blade Runner's "Ridleyville," this Hong Kong shopping complex intertwines past and future, 
memory and desire. Finally, I will analyze the setting of Ghost in the Shell, especially the parts that are clearly modeled 
on Hong Kong street scenes and architecture. I hope to validate Anthony King's argument that colonial cities have the 
best chance of establishing a cityscape of the future that embraces racial and cultural differences. 


Before going any further, let me address the politics of representation, especially in the visual media of cyberpunk art 
and films. Following the success of Blade Runner, such cyber-thrillers as Johnny Mnemonic (1995), Hackers (1995), 
Lawnmower Man 2 (1996), and Strange Days (1995) have also selectively used motifs of "Asian" design 
environments, together with their visual icons, to portray cultural difference and to create visual pleasure from 
postmodern pastiche. As in Blade Runner, the most popular model for artists' and filmmakers’ dark and sprawling 
cities of the future is an Asian- dominated metropolis. Cyberpunk novels, including Gibson's Neuromancer (1984) and 
Stephenson's Snow Crash (1992), likewise emphasize Asian culture and urban style, suggesting (as J ohn Christie has 
argued) "the replacement of the hegemonic state apparatus by multinationals, its cultural pluralism" (173). Whereas 
Snow Crash's "Mr. Lee's Greater Hong Kong" is set in cyberspace, Neuromancer's Night City, The Sprawl, coffin hotel, 


and Ninsei are based on the Tokyo Bay area. In his recent novel, Idoru (1996), Gibson even presents organic buildings 
in a 21st-century Tokyo. (In this case, there must also be some connection to Hong Kong as well, since in his 
acknowledgment to a J apanese director, Gibson mentions "Kowloon Walled City," which has "continued to haunt him" 
[n.pag.] ever since the latter told him about it.) 


For sf illustrator Barclay Shaw, the merging of cyberspace with the sleazy, neon-lit visual passion in Neuromancer 
closely resembles a chaotic Hong Kong street. Commissioned as cover art for the 1986 Phantasia Press edition of the 
novel, the painting chooses some Chinese characters (presumably taken from Hong Kong shop signs) for the 
foreground, highlighting not only a sense of ethnic and cultural confusion and hybridity but also a continuous process 
of the destructions and reconstructions so characteristic of contemporary cityscapes. This is certainly in line with the 
cyberpunk convention of "the run-down inner-city slum-cum-tent settlement, overcrowded, trashed and graffiti- 
ridden" (Bonner 194), reminding us at the same time of Blade Runner's Ridleyville. 


We also find visual icons relating to Chinese characters, obviously within a "Chinatown" setting, in cyberpunk films 
such as Strange Days. Set in Los Angeles a few days shy of the millennium, the film sustains film noir tradition 
through dark and explosive scenes of riots and chaos. In between these hybridized sites and battle zones on the streets, 
Chinatown's glittering lanterns (not the authentic kind with real candlelight, of course), together with the profusion of 
shops and commercial sign boards characteristic of a normal busy Hong Kong street, juxtapose visual alternatives and 
establish a tone somewhere between eroticism and dreariness. This kind of design, which marks the unmistakable 
miscellaneity of a metropolis, suggests a near future where centers and peripheries do not hold and where racial 
conflicts are at the point of explosion; it also provides an appropriate way to exhibit an "inverted millennarianism" 

(J ameson 53). Scenes from a kitchen in a Chinese restaurant depict violence and intrigues played out among 
individuals, while collective racial protests and riots are taking place in the streets. It is curious that such "Chinese" 
vignettes have become a favorite among recent Hollywood filmmakers. Compared to the front of the restaurant in 
Strange Days, where decor and orderliness prevail, the kitchen is filmed as a clandestine negative space signifying 
hiddenness and disorder. In the restaurant kitchen, the flawed character Nero plays out his drama of fighting back 
against corporate crimes, providing a contrast with the public atrocities committed in front of millions of people during 
the New Year countdown celebration at the movie's conclusion. 


In Strange Days, "Chinese" spaces are represented as hidden within the context of the future urban setting. Is there 
any cultural or ideological significance in this -- beyond the fact that a Chinese restaurant kitchen is an exotic spot? 
Does this added element of Chineseness (contrasted with the exploding warfare among races and social classes in 
Strange Days) help to bring out the theme of the intertwining relations between social space and media space? Finally, 
since Chinatown settings are spaces famous for being inhabited by illegal immigrants, we will need to follow Homi 
Bhabha's critique of the "metropolitan histories" of the west, "the anomalous and discriminatory legal and cultural 
status assigned to migrant, diasporic, and refugee populations" who "find themselves on the frontiers between cultures 
and nations, often on the other side of the law" (Bhabha 175). 


2. We must be careful, however, in interpreting the ways the Hong Kong cityscape is appropriated by cyberpunk 
literature and films; we must remember that Hollywood has had a long history of misrepresenting Hong Kong, from 


white-male fantasies about oriental girls (The World of Suzy Wong [1961]) to exploitative soft-core pornographic 
eroticism (the Emmanuelle films). More recently, a quick shot in the low-budget Lawnmower Man 2 shows a yellow 
rickshaw pulled by a Chinese man on the street of yet another Los Angeles of the future. An offensive example of "non- 
equivalent sites of representation" (Bhabha 176), this rickshaw scene exemplifies a brutal seizure of a cultural sign by 
the west, a way of "evoking ... savage colonial antecedents" for the sake of presumed "ideals of civility" (Bhabha 175).1 
Whether cyberpunk film directors are themselves free from this mire of distortion in their renderings of Hong Kong's 
urban images is of course an important question to ask here. 


Blade Runner's cultural references are indirect, yet I propose to compare the design of the film's city setting with an 
actual spot in Hong Kong that may provide a paradigm for future global cities. The incredibly detailed Los Angeles of 
2019 in Blade Runner creates a futuristic noir atmosphere by heavily borrowing from Asian motifs, albeit vague and 
general ones, in its design of city icons and social spaces. With the artful "retro-fitting" and "layering" of the J apanese 
sushi bar, the gigantic media screen of the geisha girl ad, and a Chinese bio-engineer who "only does eyes," the city, 
critics are quick to point out, looks like "Chinatown in Tomorrowland" (Hunter 225); the sleazy cinematography results 
in a hybrid and fractal combination of "Hong Kong, New York, [and] Tokyo's Ginza district" (Sammon 101). I would 
argue that considering Hong Kong as among the cinematic models for the future city may inspire not only a further 
look at Hong Kong at this present moment of political transition but also its potential for developing into a "forerunner 
of what the contemporary capitalist world city will eventually become" (King 38). 


Perhaps because of its recent reabsorption by China, Hong Kong has drawn enormous interest from urban scholars 
and social critics. Struggling historically between traditional Chinese culture and British imperialism, and at this 
moment adjusting its full-fledged capitalism in order to be embraced by socialism, Hong Kong's postmodern identity 
has been singled out as a unique case in the world, characterized by "disappearance" and "hyphenation" (Abbas 1994; 
1996) or dealt with in terms of "discourses in collision under the volcano" (Cuthbert 1995). 


As someone who grew up in Hong Kong, I am particularly fascinated by the dazzling visuals of Blade Runner's 
Ridleyville, its seamless weaving together of the futuristic and the traditional, as well as its paradoxical delighting of 
the eye through an emphasis on urban squalor. Other aspects -- hybrid architectural spaces, crowdedness, the polyglot 
or mishmash city-speak, the chaotic proliferation of neon billboards above futuristic shopping arcades, the rain-soaked 
streets and dragon signs -- invite me to conclude that this Los Angeles of 2019 can indeed be read as "Hong Kong on a 
bad day" (Salisbury 96; Doel and Clarke 163). 


The questions remain to be asked: what illumination does Blade Runner offer us for envisioning the 21st century 
cityscape, and what role will Hong Kong play in shaping our expectations of the city of the future? This film's "radical 
eclecticism or ad hoc-ism" (Bruno 66) catches my eye and inspires me to think about the evolving scenes of my own 
city, freeing me from clichés (Hong Kong is a dynamic and international city with post-industrial and postmodernist 
characteristics, etc.). Let me go right to a specific Hong Kong space for a detailed description, to demonstrate the value 
of placing Ridleyville and Hong Kong together. 


The place is located at the juncture of Happy Valley and Causeway Bay around Russell Street and Sharp East Street, 
one of the most densely populated areas of Hong Kong. Perhaps no other place can demonstrate so well the strange 
mix of global and local in truly cosmopolitan downtown development. The space occupies half a square mile of streets, 
shops, flyovers, and the recent addition of a mall, "Times Square." It is certainly an "urban secret located at the 
intersection of postmodern and science fiction" (Bukatman 12). 


Apparently no parody was intended by naming the place after New York's Times Square, but the name does reflect and 
even reaffirm its own historicity and timeliness -- albeit the kind of schizophrenic temporality that Fredric J ameson 
uses in his famous reading of the Bonaventure Hotel (80-85). The complex itself, built on top of a busy metro station, 
stretches from several levels underground to skyscraper height, looking down on the adjacent, much older buildings, 
"indifferent to its surrounding" (Abbas 1996, 221). For city-planners, especially visitors, the awkward and abrupt sense 
of discrepancies on all levels is impossible to miss. The complex was built on a former tram-depot skirted by an old- 
style street market and the quarters for lower echelon tram-company employees. Thus an area once inhabited by 
comparatively low-income locals has been transformed by commercialism into a high-tech wonder, a bewildering 
collage of signs and patterns with enough anarchic elements remaining (a small part of the market and old style shops) 
to create a sense of pastiche. Yet nothing unusual or uncanny is felt by the people who live there; and in general the 
logic of capitalism, in which "shopping is an aesthetic experience" (Webster 212), works beautifully, since the spot has 
become (with its advantages of proximity and diversity, its availability and variety of consumer goods) one of the 
busiest and most prosperous places in Hong Kong. 


But who are these inhabitants? They are shoppers, blue- and white-collar workers, tourists of all nationalities, and an 
ever-changing population of new immigrants (some of them illegal), working mostly in the old shops. The people of 
"Times Square" are both rich and poor, young and old. More than Disney-land, this phoenix in the rubble is patronized 
by practically all walks of life; and this absolute accessibility to the fairyland of diversity and display accounts for its 
success. This is of course the exact opposite of the kind of cityscape deliberately designed "to wall off the differences 
between people, assuming that these differences are more likely to be mutually threatening than mutually stimulating" 
(Sennet xii). To walk in this area is to float with, through, and against the crowd, always on one's way to somewhere 
else. This may well be an indication of a degree of pedestrian movement and flow unique to Hong Kong. Arjun 
Appadurai's comments on the landscape of people (as constituting this shifting world of ours) is particularly pertinent 
to description of Hong Kong's Times Square: 


[T]ourists, immigrants, refugees, exiles, guestworkers and other moving groups and persons constitute an 
essential feature of the world and appear to affect the politics of (and between) nations to a hitherto 
unprecedented degree. This is not to say that there are no relatively stable communities and networks, of 
kinship, of friendship, of work and of leisure, as well as of birth, residence and other filiative forms. But it is to 
say that the warp of these stabilities is everywhere shot through with the woof of human motion, as more 
persons and groups deal with the realities of having to move or the fantasies of wanting to move. (7) 


This postmodern architectural environment in Asian cities may have been the source of their fascination for 
cyberpunk film designers. I doubt that Ridley Scott knew of the existence of the Hong Kong Times Square when 
he was conjuring up his Los Angeles set in Blade Runner, but I would like to juxtapose an early sketch of his 
with a couple of photos for comparison. What first catches the eye, besides striking resemblances in the busy 
streets, the futuristic shopping arcades, the neon-lit billboards, the garbage, the drunkards, and so on, is the 
huge 9 x 6 meter video screen acting almost as the backdrop, an immense icon of power. This gigantic screen 
hanging above busy streets in future cities has been a common and almost indispensable motif among 
cyberpunk films. From Running Man (1987) to Johnny Mnemonic and Hackers to Strange Days, this screen 
has become the hallmark of postmodern cities, a mirror of information networks, an entrance into cyberspace. 
Scott's screen is later changed into an even bigger one showing a close-up of an alluring J apanese geisha who is 
always trying to sell something, set in contrast with a flying blimp beaming with flashing lights to advertise off- 
world immigration. At Hong Kong's Times Square, however, the screen shows more than animated 
advertisements: since it is also connected to the cable TV channels, it broadcasts local and international news to 
passers-by. Indeed, for several months the cable TV channels have presented a live talk show on the square 
below the screen: hyperreality in its extreme comes into reality. 


Much has been said about the relationship between cyberpunk culture and our so-called post-information age. 
Theoretical studies such as Debord's Society of the Spectacle and Bukatman's Terminal Identity have illuminated the 
significance of such a gigantic screen as an alternative space of the visual. Starting from the Lacanian concept of 
subject- formation through the image in a mirror, critics have noticed that with the advent of optical technology, this 
mirror is turned into, say, the video camera, which does the work of at once creating, reflecting, and distorting the 
image of the self. All city dwellers, especially regular shoppers in modern malls, have had the experience of walking by 
acamera shop, leisurely looking, and then suddenly seeing their own image also walking by and looking on but from 
the opposite direction and angle. They then realize that this is the video camera set to automatic and placed behind the 
shop window, shooting outward. 


Edward Soja has explained how some critics provide insights "on how fragmentation, ruptures, deviation, 
displacements, and discontinuities can be politically transformed from liability and weakness to a potential source of 
opportunity and strength." He describes how the feminist critic Anne Friedberg, during her "window shopping" in 
Paris, focuses on those "machines of virtual transport" that "break us out of our constraining spatio-temporal 
containers, starting with the panorama and the diorama and ending with the ‘virtual tourism' provided by cinema and 
its extensions, most notably the television and the VCR" (Soja 117). In this context, the activities surrounding the 
screen on the square can be considered an extreme enlargement of the automatic video camera experience just 
mentioned. 


Incidentally, there is at least one camera shop on one of the levels in the Times Square complex that does film the 
passers-by. I would suggest, following Baudrillard's assertion, that we are the first generation who actually live in 
science fiction: such experiences have become sf experiences, or even cyberpunk experiences. 


3. At this point, a more careful reading of the differences in the architectural layout of Blade Runner and Times Square 
in Hong Kongis called for. Unlike Scott's near-future Los Angeles, Hong Kong is not disintegrating or in ruins. Yes, 
there is a lot of garbage on the streets; but it is not technological waste or post-industrial decay, at least not the "height 
of exhibition and recycling" (Bruno 64). In addition, whereas the postmodern, hybridized, mismatched architectural 
styles in Blade Runner convey banality by an uneasy combination of pastiche quotations (Chinese- dragon characters 
and Egyptian decor in a Mayan pyramid), in Hong Kong's Times Square, the extravaganza of hybridity only reflects a 
grotesque piecing together of disparate times and styles -- the temporality of architectural efforts. Instead of 
Sebastian's and Deckard's nearly empty 97th-floor apartments overlooking the deserted city, what we can see, through 


the glass- encased escalator from the mall, are shattered flats occupied by poor people. Yet although these are run-down 
buildings, they are not deserted and soon they will be pulled down to make space for new ones. 


Besides, Blade Runner emphasizes the likely explosion of the Asian population of Los Angeles in the 21st century. Such 
domination by Asian elements contributes to the film's emphasis on an "explosion of urbanization, melting the 
futuristic high-tech look into an intercultural scenario, recreat[ing] the third world inside the first" (Bruno 66). How 
can this Los Angeles-becoming- Chinatown be put alongside the transformation of Hong Kong's urban spaces? While 
these discrepancies may discourage our attempt to juxtapose Blade Runner's future Los Angeles and Hong Kong's 
evolving urban topography, I would still like to argue that the "fragmented temporality” or the J amesonian "perpetual 
present" as seen in the mixing of the old and the new for an effect of future noir in Blade Runner can be used to 
interpret postmodern Hong Kong, especially at this historical moment. Although most recent changes in architectural 
layout are expressions of the logic of commercialism, it is also true that major construction projects such as the new 
airport and the surge in real-estate values are tinged with political intentions and discourses. By inspiring us to think 
through the future of urban development in terms of social space, Blade Runner reminds us to turn our attention to 
the importance of both spatializing history and historicizing geography, as suggested by Soja. 


Perhaps Hong Kong's citizens are replicants in a sense, lacking a history of identity. Maybe through art, film, and 
architecture, we can become more equipped to take a closer look at our environment and our relation to it. Is our 
historical space, our evolving hybridity and urbanism, just an index of our looking for a genuine history of our own? In 
my subsequent use of Soja's theory of the "thirdspace," I will work towards defining the radical possibilities inherent in 
Hong Kong's evolving cityscape. 


Edward Soja, who started out as a geographer, has been an important advocate of critical studies of social space. He is 
an appropriate figure to be enlisted in our "tale of two cities," for he has been writing about the postmodernization of 
Los Angeles for fifteen years. After his Postmodern Geographies (1989), he continued his research on cities and power 
in a major work entitled Thirdspace (1996). Expanding on Henri Lefebvre's concept of the "trialectics" of spatiality in 
The Production of Space (i.e., perceived, conceived, and lived space), Soja works out a similar "trialectics of Being, of 
spatiality, historicality and sociality" (71) to delineate a way of interpreting urban space and its social significance 
beyond the traditional dualism (the same and "other") in spatial thinking. By focusing on an act of "thirding-as- 
othering," Soja is able to introduce into analysis of urban studies an emphasis on "radical openness" or a "multiplicity 
of space that difference makes" that joins forces with "a polyvocal postmodernism that maintains a political 
commitment to radical change" (93). As "spaces in the margins of hegemonic discourses" (111), they can then be 
reconceptualized to embrace Foucault's ideas of "heterotopias," feminist geography, and such post-colonial critiques as 
Homi Bhabha's Politics of Location. Soja's theory of the spatiality of human life emphasizes the creative and artistic 
side of spatial discourse, especially when he describes the kind of thirdspace that is linked to the "underground side of 
social life." He also draws our attention to what feminists have done to create artful space in the city: 


[T]he alternative spaces of the visual, kinetic, and aesthetic imagination -- in films, photography, 
advertising, fashion, museum exhibitions, murals, poems, novels, but also in shopping malls and beaches, 
factories and streets, motels and theme parks -- are being creatively evoked by other spatial feminists as 
ways of seeing, hearing, feeling, interpreting, and changing the city. (115) 


For Vivian Sobchack, however, who traces the historical development of urban sf films, in the 1980s "the idealized and 
lofty city of SF is imagined as completely decentered and marginalized" (13). She thinks that, seen from this "new 
urban exorcism, the Los Angeles of Blade Runner unifies its outmoded and vastly disparate material signifiers into 
new retrofitted and eroticized architectural forms"(16). But this is as far as this imaginary city can go, since for her the 
film "is not really capable of envisioning its future." By celebrating visual heterogeneity, these cities: 


function as virtual ghettos -- or wishing upon the same bourgeois star, effectively effac[ing] those 
differences that do make a difference ... that is, gender, race, class. Positing, on the one hand, a new and 
liberating model of the city and, on the other, buying back into its failed model by merely reversing (rather 
than altering) its terms and values, the imaginary and postmodernist city of the American SF film is truly 
a city on the edge of time. (17) 


Sobchack seems to be arguing that in emphasizing the pleasure of viewing through an "erotics of commodification and 
consumerism," the merely scenic is emphasized at the expense of history, since "the pastiche of new and old and 


recycled material objects, aesthetic styles, and even the narrative itself in Blade Runner constituted Los Angeles's 
temporal mode as neither past nor future but as literal and increasingly collective present" (16). If we look hard for 
possible "thirdspace" elements in the city design of Blade Runner, however, there are suggestions of historicity in the 
decaying cosmopolitan urban spaces, no matter how gloomily the picture is painted on screen. If nothing else, Blade 
Runner at least "posits questions of identity, identification, and history in post-modernism" (Bruno 73). 


To be sure, historical allusions in Blade Runner are eclectic, but "pastiche is ultimately a redemption of history, which 
implies the transformation and reinterpretation in tension between loss and desire" (Bruno 74). This tension is 
expressed through the positing of so-called "prosthetic memory," which seeks "to rewrite history by means of 
architectural pastiched recycling" (Bruno 74). In the artistic rendering of a dystopic future in Blade Runner, a point is 
made about the thirdspace of "the ramble city" (Bruno, Doel). We can also say that all the architectural motifs of 
hybridity and geographical displacement have been designed to provide an existential context for the plight of the 
replicants in the film. The cinematography, with its celebrated dominance of visual representations, functions to bring 
out "fragmentary temporality" and "schizophrenic vertigo" -- the setting in which the replicants are destined to seek in 
vain for the meaning of their lives. Even Deckard is seen running for his life on the rooftop of a hundred-story building, 
a place where one's being is lifted up from the firm ground and exposed to the destructive power of the machine. As a 
blade runner,? Deckard is supposed to be someone who "runs on the knife's edge between humanity and inhumanity," 
"someone who scampers along the thin edge of life" (Sammon 379). Blade Runner, especially in the 1992 director's cut, 
ambiguously suggests that Deckard himself is a replicant who has dreams of the unicorn as symbol of purity. Through 
such "knife's edge" images and hints, a radical space is opened up for the sort of counter-site Soja speaks of, a space 
created for "oppositional practices," for "critical exchange," and for "new and radical happenings" (Soja 129). 


Dreaming/ constructing an identity while perched on a rooftop establishes one's past through memory, even if that 
memory be prosthetic. Refuting both Jameson's and Baudrillard's positing the existence of the "real" as a result of "a 
nostalgia for a prelapsarian moment," Alison Landsberg goes straight to the ability of cinema (mass media and 
photography included) to "provide individuals with the collective opportunity of having an experiential relationship to 
a collective cultural past they either did or did not experience" (Landsberg 178). True, implanted memories could be 
used as a means of surveillance and control, as is demonstrated in Blade Runner by Tyrell, who explains to Deckard 
that "If we give them a past we create a cushion for their emotions and consequently we can control them better." But 
in Deckard's incredulous response -- "memories, you're talking about memories" -- we glimpse the kind of significance 
the film attaches to this memory motif and its power to produce identity. 


To support her argument for the "portability of cinematic images," Landsberg draws our attention to the scene in Blade 
Runner in which Rachel, after playing a few notes on the piano, says "I don't knowif it's me or Tyrell's niece, but I 
remember lessons." When Deckard responds by saying "you play beautifully," Landsberg notes that at this point 
Deckard, in effect, rejects the distinction between "real" and prosthetic memories. "Her memory of lessons allows her 
to play beautifully, so it means little whether she lived through the lessons or not" (185). With all this, and especially 
with Batty's "tears in the rain" dying moment, viewers of the film are asked to identify themselves with the "primary 
object of our spectatorial investment and engagement" (183) -- in a word, with the replicants, Rachel and Deckard and 
all, who are, like Donna Haraway's cyborgs, subjects living at the edge of time. 


The rooftop chase, the Bradbury ledge where the showdown between Batty and Deckard takes place, and the jump 
between the edges of buildings, all are examples in the film of what Lefebvre calls spaces of representation or lived 
space. They are, as Soja explains, "linked to the 'clandestine or underground’ [high, high up above the ground in Blade 
Runner] side of social life" (Soja 67). In this light, one might argue that the city dwellers of Hong Kong are all Blade 
Runners (notwithstanding that this is not a perfect analogy, since they're not required to retire any replicants), living 
not only on the edge of time but also on the edge of empires. Moreover, one might see, in the architectural pastiche in 
Blade Runner, that the Hong Kong Times Square demonstrates the very postmodern condition that denotes both a 
crisis of identity and, at the same time, an attempt to accommodate alterity. 


Regarding the sort of future Hong Kong's people are facing, Abbas writes that "The 'end of Hong Kong is therefore in 
another sense its beginning, the beginning of an intense interest in its historical and cultural specificity, a change from 
the hitherto almost exclusive fascination with its economic success" ("Building" 444). But this mixing of the old and the 
new within the shocking rate of changes, this putting aside the sense of historical and cultural sequentiality, may well 
give Hong Kong's people the potential to develop a new sense of identity. For Abbas, Hong Kong's space is "both 
autonomous and dependent at the same time, both separate from and connected to other space" (""Hyphenation" 215). 


Maybe, just maybe, this particular urban site, so unique in its social and economic hybridity and accessibility, could 
function as a global symbol (or model) for diaspora in post-colonial narratives. As with all big cities, "ordinary 
shopping districts frequented by ordinary people," Sharon Zukin believes, "are important sites for negotiating the 
street-level practice of urban public culture" (191). In the midst of settlements and political flux, such complex issues as 
the "brain drain" of the 1980s, the "right of abode" in the early 1990s, and the present problem of displaced and 
repatriated families, Hong Kong's citizens may be able to transform themselves to become "world-travelers" par 
excellence, positioning themselves flexibly "on the edge of empires."3 


The big screen at Hong Kong's Times Square suggests the close relation between social space and identity; it illustrates 
how the place (as a postmodern city of information and hence with the profusion and confusion of images and icons 
that we mentioned earlier) also provides a public space for the construction of identity. As mentioned before, the most 
unique characteristic of this square is that, unlike anywhere else in Hong Kong, it is accessible to all. It is a work place, 
a festive space, a real location and a hyperreal site for information-exchange -- all at once. We can of course look at the 
place as part of Paul Virillo's "overexposed city," where "the city has become a space of simultaneous dispersion, as 
public space loses it relevance" (quoted in Bukatman 132); and we can consider the screen as similar to those in Blade 
Runner, which become "the proliferation of walls" or sites of projection and terminal inscription (Bukatman 132). On 
the other hand, the screen on the wall of Hong Kong's Times Square can also be made to realize its potential as a 
possible "countersite" of a radical cityscape. In fact, the live TV talk-show can be viewed as a social forum where all 
political and cultural issues are brought up for open argument.4 In a commercial depicting a gathering of 40,000 
people on screen with lit candles in hand, a voice-over announces: "On J une 4 tens of thousands of people will gather 
at Victoria Park. They are students, businessmen, workers, housewives. They will come to remember the victims of the 
Tienanmen massacre as they have done for the past eight years, and cable TV will be there."> A more radical side of the 
public sphere may possibly be opened up by an alternative practice of spatiality in Hong Kong. 
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4. I now turn to Ghost in the Shell to expand on my discussion of the relation between urban space, high-tech 
information, and cyberpunk films. Mamoru Oshii's full-length animated feature is based on Masamune Shirow's 
popular manga series; it employed artists and designers who had great success in Akira (1987). The year is 2029 and 
the world is a vast net of electronic information data in which computer wars are fought. During the hot pursuit of a 
phantom criminal nicknamed the Puppet Master, our hero Major Kusanagi, a female cybernetic organism, discovers 
that she has been targeted by the Puppet Master, who wishes to merge with her as a unified life form "on a higher 
consciousness." Released in theaters worldwide late in 1995 and 1996, Ghost in the Shell soon became the topic of 
critical controversy. Some criticized the plot as too complicated and murky, or for its tendency to over-philosophize; 
others saw it as borrowing too much from Blade Runner and William Gibson. But in general, Ghost in the Shell has 
been welcomed by most fans as the most "soulful" anime to date, with great visuals and a central moral that asks what 
it is for a female cyborg to be human in the age of machines. As for myself, I am impressed with the seriousness of 
production, the hyperrealistic rendering, the soulful mood, and above all the uniquely dreamlike quality. But what 
actually riveted my eyes to the screen during my first viewing of the film was the Hong Kong cityscape featured as the 
setting. 


So we are back to our initial question: what is so unique about Hong Kong's urban landscape that it has aroused the 
interest of cyberpunk filmmakers? In The Analysis of Ghost in the Shell, a beautiful J apanese picture book covering the 
film, the director, Mamoru Oshii, and his art designer, Takeuchi Atsushi, explain why the Hong Kong cityscape is 
significant in the film.6 Note what the director has to say: 


As a model for the setting of Ghost, it is because Hong Kong, just like Singapore, is a unique city. It will, 
as it moves towards the 21st century, become a center of world development and the model for cities in 
Asia. My prediction is that all the energies possessed by Asia will continue in the next century. When I was 
in search of an image of the future, the first thing that came to my mind was an Asian city. At first I did 
not think it was possible to create a perfect cityscape for the future; and what was done in the past seems 
unconvincing to me now.... The only way, if one is to be true to the methodology of animation, is to use 
real streets as models, so I thought of Hong Kong. It is like the Los Angeles of Blade Runner; what has 
been achieved in that city set will be of use to later films. (Nozaki n.pag.) 


The designer Atsushi adds: 


Ghost in the Shell does not have a definite chosen set, but in terms of street scenes and general 
atmosphere, it is obvious that Hong Kong is the model. Such a choice has, of course, something to do with 
the theme: on the streets there flows an excess or a flood of information, along with everything this excess 
brings out. The modern city is swamped with billboards, neon lights and symbols.... As people live 
[unaware?] in this information deluge, the streets will have to be depicted accordingly as being flooded... 
There is a sharp contrast between old streets and new ones on which skyscrapers are built. My feeling is 
that these two, originally very different, are now in a situation where one is invading the other. Maybe it is 
the tension or pressure that is brought about by so-called modernization! It's a situation in which two 
entities are kept in a strange neighboring relationship. Perhaps it is what the future is. (Nozaki n.pag.) 


Water imagery is used in Ghost in the Shell as a symbol for the flood or sea of data, its massive communication system 
in anew urban topography, with its complex electronically- controlled switchboard and fluorescent 3-D scanner images 
of road maps or grids. This, of course, seems to be an accurate projection of the political uniqueness of Hong Kong's 
mediascape, "complicated in particular by the growing diaspora (both voluntary and involuntary) of Hong Kong 
intellectuals who continuously inject new meaning- streams into the discourse of democracy in different parts of the 
world" (Appadurai 11). This figuration of the city reminds us of Bukatman's "fractal geography" interpretation of Blade 
Runner: a sense of aesthetic order can be drawn out from the de-centered and dispersed space that is seemingly 
confusing and even chaotic at first glance. Noting the play with scale and density by designers Syd Mead and Lawrence 
Paull, Bukatman adds together such elements as wall-like screens, "multiple layers of traveling matter" (132), and "a 
chaos of intersecting lines" from a high-angle view, concluding that fractal geometry may have been at the core of the 
visual aesthetics of Blade Runner. 


The Analysis emphasizes that Ghost in the Shell 's artists made meticulous sketches on location before actual shooting, 
sketches that emphasized chaotic crowdedness and a mad profusion of signs and icons. Hong Kong seems to be the 
only city in the world with such a degree of confusion -- with gigantic signs and neon lights protruding into the space 
on and above the street and fighting for limited and precious visual space. The artist remarks on this phenomenon: 


In the midst of the profusion of signs and the heat of the messy urban space, the streets are remarkably 
chaotic. Passers-by, shouts, cars, all kinds of mechanical noises and human "sound pollution," all merging 
into one, forcing itself into humans' central nervous systems through their ears. But why do people 
succumb to this "destructive" environment? Now that the artificial has replaced the natural, humans are 
like animals in the past, deprived of the characteristics of being human as a whole. Pulled directly into the 
whirlpool of information through the stimulation of visual and auditory senses, their feelings are 
henceforth numbed. On the other hand, countless mutually interfering and uncertain data pass through 
cables at light speed. This is the way informatics continues to expand its domain. Are people then like tiny 
insects caught in an enormous spider web? No, it cannot be. Humans are not tiny insects trying to escape 
from the web. It's not like that. In fact humans have willy-nilly become part and parcel of the spider web. 
Humans now have no idea of what their destination might be; they are like one of the silky-threads of the 
spider web. (Nozaki n.pag.) 


An imploded iconography as an aesthetics of scale can also be detected in the architectural design both within the 
Hong Kong Times Square and the surrounding streets outside. The traumas of de-territorialization that Hong Kong's 
people are facing, as presented through their lived experience of the "other spaces," will have to be dealt with by a 
general theory of global cultural processes. For Arjun Appadurai, chaos theory is the answer, since he considers "the 
configuration of cultural forms in today's world as fundamentally fractal." In order to "compare fractally shaped 
cultural forms which are also polythetically overlapping in their coverage of terrestrial space ... we will need to ask how 
these complex, overlapping, fractal shapes constitute not a simple, stable (even if large-scale) system, but to ask what 
its dynamics are." In other words, Appadurai proposes that "in a world of disjunctive global flows, it is perhaps 
important to start asking ... [questions] in a way that relies on images of flow and uncertainty ... ‘chaos,’ rather than an 
older images of order, stability and systemacity" (Appadurai 20). 


But it is not just on this large scale of global cultural flows (particularly of technoscape, mediascape, and ideoscape) 
that fractal aesthetics are relevant to Ghost in the Shell. On a smaller level -- namely, that of the body -- the idea of the 
fractured body of the humanoid hybrid has been popular in cyborg films; and it receives rather interesting if not 
controversial treatment in this J apanese anime. Corporeality, as we remember, is one of the four Cs listed by Frances 
Bonner to delineate a general pattern of plotting in cyberpunk films, which emphasize the wetware of mutable bodies. 
For Baudrillard, the body is now an infinite set of surfaces -- a fractal subject -- an object among objects (Baudrillard 
40). In cyberpunk's hyper-techno culture, "the centrality of body" is paradoxically represented by "the fragmentation of 
the body into organs, fluids and 'bodily state," and "fractured body parts are taken up as elements in the constitution 
of cultural identities" (Balsamo 216). The cyborg woman warrior in Ghost in the Shell, following in this tradition, 
speaks also to the "emergence of cyborg identities" that is predicated on "the fractured, plural, decentered condition of 
contemporary subjectivity" (Robins 8). Yet because Major Kusanagi is presented in a "perfect" female body (often sans 
clothes), she can be criticized, especially by feminist critics who interpret her as a commercial object for the male gaze. 
Indeed, if one looks through the original comic strip by Masamune Shirow, one will find more occasions for such an 
objection. Moreover, by simply noting the bifurcation of the title, we may assume that the so-called "theme" of the film 
remains confined to a Cartesian duality-of-body-and-mind paradigm, and by extension, the binarisms surrounding 
gender issues. As one of the reviewers notes, corporate work in J apan nowadays is "so exhausting and dehumanizing 
that many men (who form the largest part of the animation audience) project both freedom and power onto women, 
and identify with them as fictional characters" (Ebert). Whereas I have no quarrel with such an argument, the fact 


remains that a tough woman protagonist in sf action movies, especially in the Hollywood tradition, will stir up some 
kind of emotion marking masculine anxieties: 


Cinematic images of women who wield guns, and who take control of cars, computers and the other 
technologies that have symbolized both power and freedom within Hollywood's world, mobilize a 
symbolically transgressive iconography. (Tasker 132) 


The problem here is that despite its mode of presenting a perfect female body in the nude, the film as a whole is 
strangely de-gendered in the sense that sexuality is minimized. Through images that "speak of both bodily invincibility 
and vulnerability," the so-called Angst of the protagonist revolves around what it means to her, as a 90% cybernetic 
organism, to be a free human consciousness. One can of course complain in the vein of cyberfeminism, as Nicola Nixon 
has done, that we are here faced with a strong cyborg who is "effectively depoliticized and sapped of any revolutionary 
energy" (Nixon 222, see also Silvio). But Major Kusanagi, for all her bravado, is not an avenger in the style of Gibson's 
Molly Millions in "Johnny Mnemonic" (1981) and Sarah in Walter J on William's Hardwired (1981). By representing 
her as a perfect female body, the film, in a peculiar way, avoids the complex problem of the "masculinisation of the 
female body," (139) as Yvonne Tasker observes of Hollywood films. 


The only scene in Ghost that dramatizes the Major's bodily transformation into a muscular hulk soon exposes her 
mechanical interior with wires and steel, so that the issue of gender is pushed aside in favor of a militaristic/ cyborg 
iconography. And throughout the film, from the opening ritual of birth (or manufacture) in a feast of visuals dominated 
by images of numerals and water or fluid, to the later horror of the mutilated torso and limbs registering the 
monstrosity of cybernetic organisms, corporeality is closely linked first to the sea of information and then to the 
human-machine interface, both of which are firmly grounded in and contrasted with the background of a future Hong 
Kong cityscape. Instead of dwelling on the gender politics of the body, the poetic rendering of the birth scene, which 
highlights both the hardness of the mechanical and the softness of cybernetics, gears itself towards a process of 
merging the born and the made in becoming one soft machine, as Kevin Kelly predicts (qtd. in Dry 20). 


The monstrous, mutilated and deviant body, shattered by violence, comes close to Donna Haraway's notion of 
"regeneration after injury" for salamanders, though the "regrown limb can be monstrous, duplicated, potent" 
(Haraway 100). This production of horror, according to J udith Halberstam in her study of the gothic and the 
technology of monsters, makes strange "the categories of beauty, humanity, and identity that we still cling to" 
(Halberstam 6). In a sense, the final scene of horror of mutation and the attempt by the "Ghost" of Puppet Master to 
merge with the "Shell" of our heroine is symbolic of the entanglement of "self and other within monstrosity and the 
parasitical relationship between the two" (Halberstam 20). 


As for the image of the shell, the great phenomenologist of space, Gaston Bachelard, meditated about the dream-like 
effect produced by its infinite spiral surfaces that form both house and body: 


A creature that comes out of its shell suggests day dreams of a mixed creature that is not only "half fish, 
half flesh," but also half dead, half alive, and in extreme cases, half stone, half man. (109) 


Moreover, a "creature that hides and ‘withdraws into its shell,’ is preparing a ‘way out' ... by staying in the 
motionlessness of its shell, the creature is preparing temporal explosion, not to say whirlwinds of being" (Bachelard 
111). Bachelard's poetics of this particular space of the shell suggests another interpretation of Ghost in the Shell: when 
the heroine spends her spare time diving into the "ocean" (the ocean of information which Hong Kong urban space 
comes to symbolize), she tells us that "I feel fear, cold, alone, sometimes down there I even feel hope." Her philosophic 
probing into her very being as an individual seems congruent with Bachelard's ruminations on the poetics of the house: 


And I feel sorry for myself. So there you are, unhappy philosopher, caught up again by the storm, by the 
storms of life! I dream an abstract-concrete daydream. My bed is a small boat lost at sea; that sudden 
whistling is the wind in the sails. (28) 


For Mazzoleni, the body is a basic cultural imaginary beyond language, and the city is its shell-like extension outside 
itself. For her, the postmodern cosmopolis is like a "grotesque body”: 


In the metropolis there is something rather more similar to a shell: the spiral pattern. Absence of 
symmetries and segmentations, because there are no (for the moment, or forever?) results, conclusions of 
the growth processes. The metropolis reactivates modalities of organization vital at a level deeper than 
what we call "life": it is a structure of structures&emdash; but this even at the limits between organic and 
inorganic: it resembles, in its spiral nature, features such as gorges, galaxies and whirlwinds. (297) 


Such a spiral pattern of the shell can well be placed alongside the idea of fractal geometry used earlier to describe the 
sense of order in the disorder of urban space as well as the hybrid form of the cyborg body. One artistic achievement of 
Ghost in the Shell is a deliberate juxtaposition of shots of electronic road maps on the computer and idle people 
wandering as we see these actual "walkers" (in the sense de Certeau presents them): these Wandersmanner roam the 
city in "the chorus of idle footsteps" (153, 157). 


The spiral of Ridleyville in Blade Runner may be decaying, but the poetic negotiation of such a space belongs to the 
"social practice" that exposes the fact that it is rather "the concept-city" which "is decaying" (de Certeau 156). By 
concept-city, de Certeau refers to the collective administrative side of city planning, as opposed to the lived space, the 
everyday practice of "the disquieting familiarity of the city" (157). This dialectics of transparency and opacity can also 
be seen as parallel to the Enlightenment in its rational mapping of cities on the one side, and the Baudelairean flaneur 
wandering in labyrinthine urbanity on the other. For Walter Benjamin, especially in his Passagen- Werk, the "new 
urban phantasmagoria" is a dream world of dazzling, crowd-pleasing total environments (Buck- Morss 6):7 these 
oneiric figurations are best represented by the cinema with its ingenious special effects. These urban dream images in 
the "irredeemable opacity of the social" become, according to James Donald, "particularly evident in the anti- 
documentary representation of urban space that runs from Metropolis (1927) and King Kong (1933) to Blade Runner, 
Brazil (1985), Batman Returns (1992) and the manga animation to Akira (1988)" (Donald 90). Had Donald seen Ghost 
in the Shell before writing his article, no doubt he would have included it. 


The voluptuous pleasure afforded by both city walking and cinema can finally be bought to bear on our discussion of 
both Blade Runner and the Hong Kong cityscape. For in the dream of Deckard, the ultimate replicant in Blade Runner, 
and the walkers who find Hong Kong a habitable space, a thirdspace of unassimilated otherness is created. Governed 
by "another spatiality," Hong Kong citizens follow what de Certeau calls "ways of going out and coming back in" on the 
edge of empires. In their "travelings," which again in de Certeau's perambulatory rhetorics represent "a substitute for 
the legends that used to open up space to something different" (de Certeau, 160), Hong Kong's city dwellers are 
crossing between worlds as they traverse their cityscape. As a postmodern city par excellence, a mega-pastiche, Hong 
Kong has the potential to transform itself into an international culture based not on the exoticism of multiculturalism 
or the diversity of cultures, but on "the inscription and articulation of culture's hybridity." Instead of being dissolved 
"in a universal melting pot or a pluralist jumble of equals" (Soja 141) in the name of the international city, Homi 
Bhabha teaches that we should take it upon ourselves to choose "the ‘inter’ -- the cutting edge of translation and 
negotiation, the in-between space." (Bhabha 39) 


Hong Kong's citizens might create narratives that reflect their "subject's self- positioning and social agency in a 
cosmopolitan context" (Ong 755); they might make Hong Kong a model for the global megalopolis of the future. I think 
that it is Hong Kong's urbanity in embracing racial and cultural differences on the edge of empire that has caught the 
eye of cyberpunk writers and filmmakers. It may be true that everyone in Hong Kong lives, as it were, on a boat: they 
have been repeatedly warned against rocking it. But for Foucault a boat is the "heterotopia par excellence, given over to 
the infinity of the sea." It will float "as far as the colonies in search of the most precious treasure they conceal in their 
gardens." "In civilizations without boats," Foucault concludes in his "Of Other Spaces," "dreams dry up, espionage 
takes the place of adventure, and police take the place of pirates" (Foucault 27). 


NOTES 


1. In Hong Kong the "rickshaw" phenomenon has been vigorously preserved until very recently, perhaps for the sake of 
tourism. In delineating a theory that Hong Kongis a "space of disappearance," Ackbar Abbas points to another long- 
enduring representation, "a Chinese junk in Victoria Harbour against a backdrop of tall modernistic buildings," and 
notes that "a stylized red junk is also the logo of the Hong Kong Tourist Association." According to him, the issue at 
stake is "how an image of Hong Kong's architecture and urban space supports a narrative that implicitly attributes the 
colony's success to the smooth combination of British administration and Chinese entrepreneurship." He calls this 
discourse "decadent," since "it manages to make complex space disappear into a one-dimensional image, structured on 
a facile binarism" ("Building" 445). 


2. In an interview with Paul Sammon in 1995, Ridley Scott said that when he and his designers "began to create the 


architecture of the film" he thought it was not futuristic enough to call Deckard a "detective"; the term "blade runner" 
was taken from William Burroughs's short novel (Sammon 379). 


3. In "On the Edge of Empires: Flexible Citizenship among Chinese in Diaspora," Aihwa Ong argues that, "as 
postcolonial transnational subjects," Hong Kong's Chinese can turn their experience of having been "caught between 
British disciplinary racism and Chinese opportunistic filial claims, between declining capitalism in Britain and surging 
capitalism in Asia" into an advantageously "flexible position among the myriad possibilities (and problems) found in 
the global sphere" (752). Ong cites Los Angeles as a case in point, arguing for the existence of "self-orientalizing 
discourses" by Asian-Americans who have "created an explosion of cultural codes" or a "new hybrid role for Asian 
Americans." Ong then uses Michael Woo, the first Asian mayor of Los Angeles, to illustrate the self-narratives of what 
Woo calls "bridge- builders," a metaphor of "corporate Chinese as they shift through multinational sites of operations." 


4. This hyperrealistic blending of screens and social space can be considered as an everyday practice of what Mark 
Poster calls the second media age. In his book of this title, Poster arrives at the conclusion that 


as the second media age unfolds and permeates everyday practice, one political issue will be the 
construction of new combinations of technology with multiple genders and ethnicities. These 
technocultures will hopefully be no return to an origin, no new foundationalism or essentialism, but 
coming to terms with the process of identity constitution and doing so in ways that struggle against 
restrictions of systematic inequalities, hierarchies and asymmetries. (42) 


5. This is impressive since other TV channels seem to have started a self-censorship process by toning down the 
incident. It should be mentioned here that despite the plea made by Tung Chee-hwa, the Chief Executive- designate, 
that Hong Kong people should put the "baggage" of J une 4 behind them, and in the midst of fears that this might be 
the last candlelight vigil allowed in the territory, over 70,000 (compared to the 50,000 last year) came to mark the 
tenth anniversary of China's pro-democracy movement. Yet it remains to be seen whether the "Pillar of Shame" 
sculpture by Dane J ans Gakchiot, which symbolizes suffering from oppression (already refused by the municipal 
councils of some urban parks), will itself find a "place" in Hong Kong. 


6. Since I don't read J apanese, I would like to thank Ms. Doo Suen for her translation of the relevant parts of the 
commentaries. Please also note that my quotations from this book are general and rough and should not be considered 
as the official translation of the original. 

7. This aspect of Benjamin's thought is summarized by Mike Savage. According to Savage, Benjamin's interest in the 


city was linked to its role as a labyrinth where dreams, hopes, artifacts, past, and present mingle together for the urban 
wanderer to explore. 
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Embodied Evil 


De Richleau had been involved in so many strange adventures in his long and 
chequered career, that instinctively his hand flew to the pocket where he kept 
his automatic at such times, but it was flat-and in a fraction of time it had come 
back to him that this was no affair of shootings and escapes, but a grim struggle 
against the Power of Darkness-in which their only protection must be an utter 
faith in the ultimate triumph of good, and the use of such little power as he 
possessed to bring into play the great forces of the Power of Light. 

In two strides he had reached the door, grabbed the electric switch, and pressed 
it as he cried in ringing tones: 'Fundamenta ejus in montibus sanctis!' 

"What the hell! exclaimed Rex as the light flashed on. He was at the far side of 
the hall, carefully constructing a booby trap of chairs and china in front of the 
door that led to the servants’ quarters. 

‘You've done it now,' he added, with his eyes riveted upon the upper landing, 
but nothing stirred and the pall of silence descended upon the place again until 
they could hear each other's quickened breathing. 

'The house is empty,' Rex declared after a moment. 'If there were anyone here 
they'd have been bound to hear you about. It echoed from the cellars to the 
attics." 


De Richleau was regarding him with an angry stare. 'You madman,’ he snapped. 
‘Don't you understand what we're up against? We must not separate for an 
instant in this unholy place-even now that the lights are on.' 

Rex smiled. He had always considered the Duke as the most fearless man he 
knew, and to see him in such a state of nerves was a revelation. 'I'm not scared 
of bogeys, but I am of being shot up from behind,' he said simply. 'I was fixing 
this so we'd hear the servants if there was trouble upstairs and they came up to 
help Mocata.' 

‘Yes, but honestly, Rex, it is imperative that we should keep as near each other 
as possible every second we remain in this ghastly house. It may sound childish, 
but I ought to have told you before that if anything queer does happen we must 
actually hold hands. That will quadruple our resistance to evil by attuning our 
vibrations towards good. Now let's go upstairs and see if they have really gone- 
though I can hardly doubt it.' 

Rex followed marvelling. This man who was frightened of shadows and talked of 
holding hands at a time of danger was so utterly different to the De Richleau 
that he knew. Yet as he watched the Duke mounting the stairs in swift, panther- 
like, noiseless strides he felt that since he was so scared this midnight visitation 
was a fresh demonstration of his courage. 

On the floor above they made a quick examination of the bedrooms, but all of 


them were unoccupied and none of the beds had been slept in. 

"Mocata must have sent the rest of them away and been waiting here with a car 
to whisk Simon off immediately he got back,' De Richleau declared as they came 
out of the last room. 


‘That's about it, so we may as well clear out.' Rex shivered slightly as he added: 
‘It's beastly cold up here.' 

'I was wondering whether you'd notice that, but we're not going home yet. This 
is a God-given opportunity to search the house at our leisure. We may discover 
all sorts of interesting things. Leave all the lights on here, the more the better, 
and come downstairs.’ 

In the salon the great buffet table still lay spread with the excellent collation 
which they had seen there on their first visit. The Duke walked over to it and 
poured himself a glass of wine. 'I see Simon has taken to Cliquot again,’ he 
observed. 'He alternates between that and Bollinger with remarkable 
consistency, though in certain years I prefer Pol Roger to either when it has a 
little age on it." 

As Rex spooned a slab of Duck &la Montmorency on to a plate, helping himself 
liberally in the foie gras mousse and cherries, he wondered if De Richleau had 
really recovered from the extraordinary agitation that he had displayed a 
quarter of an hour before, or if he was talking so casually to cover his secret 
apprehensions. He hated to admit it even to himself, but there was something 
queer about the house, a chill seemed to be spreading up his legs from beneath 
the heavily-laden table, and the silence was strangely oppressive. Anxious to get 
on with the business and out of the place now, he said quickly. 'I don't give two 
hoots what he drinks, but where has Mocata gone-and why?" 

‘The last question is simple.' De Richleau set down his glass and drew out the 
case containing the famous Hoyo de Monterrey's. "There are virtually no laws 
against the practice of Black Magic in this country now. Only that of 1842, called 
the Rogues and Vagabonds Act, under which a person may be prosecuted for 
‘pretending or professing to tell Fortunes, by using any subtle Craft, Means or 
Device!" But since the practitioners of it are universally evil, the Drug Traffic, 
Blackmail, Criminal Assault and even Murder are often mixed up with it, and 
for one of those reasons Mocata, having learnt that we were on our way here 
through his occult powers, feared a brawl might attract the attention of the 
police to his activities. Evidently he considered discretion the better part of 
valour on this occasion and temporarily abandoned the place to us- taking 
Simon with him. 


"Not very logical-are you?’ Rex commented. 'One moment it's you who're scared 
that he may do all sorts of strange things to us, and the next you tell me that he's 
bolted for fear of being slogged under the jaw.' 

"My dear fellow, I can only theorise. I'm completely in the dark myself. Some of 
these followers of the Left Hand Path are mere neophytes who can do little more 
than wish evil in minor matters on people they dislike. Others are adepts and 
can set in motion the most violent destructive forces which are not yet even 
suspected by our modern scientists. 

‘If Mocata only occupies a low place in the hierarchy we can deal with him as we 
would any other crook with little risk of any serious danger to ourselves, but if 
he is a Master he may be able to strike us blind or dead. Unfortunately I know 
little enough of this horrible business, only the minor rituals of the Right Hand 
Path, or White Magic as people call it, which may protect us hi an emergency. If 
only I knew more I might be able to find out where he has taken Simon.' 

‘Cheer up-we'll find him.' Rex laughed as he set down his plate, but the sound 
echoed eerily through the deserted house, causing him to glance swiftly over his 
shoulder in the direction of the still darkened inner room. 'What's the next 
move?" he asked more soberly. 

"We've got to try and find Simon's papers. If we can, we may be able to get the 
real names and addresses of some of those people who were here tonight. Let's 
try the Library first-bring the bottle with you. I'll take the glasses.' 

‘What d'you mean-real names?’ Rex questioned as he followed De Richleau 
across the hall. 

‘Why, you don't suppose that incredible old woman with the parrot beak was 
really called Madame D'Urfe-do you? That's only anom-du- Diable, taken when 
she was re-baptised, and adopted from the Countess of that name, who was a 
notorious witch in Louis XV's time. All the others are the same. Didn't you 


realise the meaning of the name your lovely lady calls herself by-Tanith?' 

"No.' Rex hesitated. 'I thought she was just a foreigner- that's all.’ 

‘Dear me. Well, Tanith was the Moon Goddess of the Carthaginians. Thousands 
of years earlier the Egyptians called her Isis, and in the intervening stage she 
was known to the Phoenicians as the Lady Astoroth. They worshipped her in 
sacred groves where doves were sacrificed and unmentionable scenes of 
licentiousness took place. The God Adonis was her lover, and the people wept 
for his mythical death each year, believing upon him as a Redeemer of 
Mankind. As they went in processions to her shrines they wrought themselves 
into the wildest frenzy, and to slake the thwarted passion of the widowed 
goddess, gashed themselves with knives. Sir George Frazer's Golden Bough will 
tell you all about it, but the blood that was shed still lives, Rex, and she has been 
thirsty through these Christian centuries for more. Eleven words of power, each 
having eleven letters, twice pronounced in a fitting time and place after due 
preparation, and she would stand before you, terrible in her beauty, demanding 
a new Sacrifice.’ 


Even Rex's gay modernity was not proof against that sinister declaration. De 
Richleau's voice held no trace of the gentle cynicism which was so characteristic 
of him, but seemed to ring with the positiveness of some horrible secret truth. 
He shuddered slightly as the Duke began to pull open the drawers of Simon's 
desk. 

All except one, which was locked, held letter files, and a brief examination of 
these showed that they contained nothing but accounts, receipts, and 
correspondence of a normal nature. Rex forced the remaining drawer with a 
heavy steel paper knife, but it only held cheque book counterfoils and bundles of 
dividend warrants, so they turned their attention to the long shelves of books. It 
was possible that Simon might have concealed certain private papers behind his 
treasured collection of modern first editions, but after ten minutes' careful 
search they assured themselves that nothing of interest was hidden at the back 
of the neat rows of volumes. 

Having drawn a blank in the library, they proceeded to the other downstairs 
rooms, going systematically through every drawer and cabinet, but without 
result. Then they moved upstairs and tried the bedrooms, yet here again they 
could discover nothing which might not have been found in any normal house, 
nor was there any safe in which important documents might have been placed. 
During the search De Richleau kept Rex constantly beside him, and Rex was not 
altogether sorry. Little by little the atmosphere of the place was getting him 
down, and more than once he had the unpleasant sensation that somebody was 
watching him covertly from behind, although he told himself that it was pure 
imagination, due entirely to De Richleau's evident belief in the supernatural, of 
which they had been talking all the evening. 

"These people must, have left traces of their doings in this house somewhere," 
declared the Duke angrily as they came out of the last bedroom on to the 
landing, ‘and I'm determined to find them.' 

"We haven't done the Observatory yet, and I'd say that's the most likely spot of 
all,’ Rex suggested. 

'Yes-let's do that next.' De Richleau turned towards the upper flight of stairs. 


The great domed room was just as they had left it a few hours before. The big 
telescope pointing in the same direction, the astrolabes and sextants still in the 
same places. The five- pointed pentacle enclosed in the double circle with its 
Cabalistic figures stood out white and clear on the polished floor in the glare of 
the electric lights. Evidently no ceremony had taken place after their departure. 
To verify his impression the Duke threw up the lid of the wicker hamper that 
stood beside the wall. 

A scraping sound came from the basket, and he nodded. 'See Rex! The Black 
Cock and the White Hen destined for sacrifice, but we spoilt their game for 
tonight at all events. We'll take them down and free them in the garden when we 
go.’ 

‘What did they really mean to do-d'you think?' Rex asked gravely. 

"Utilise the conjunction of certain stars which occurred at Simon's birth, and 
again tonight, to work some invocation through him. To raise some dark 
familiar perhaps, an elemental or an earthbound spirit-or even some terrible 
intelligence from what we knowas Hell, in order to obtain certain information 
they require from it.' 


‘Oh, nuts!' Rex exclaimed impatiently. 'I don't believe such things. Simon's been 
got hold of by a gang of blackmailing kidnappers and hypnotised if you like. 
They've probably used this Black Magic stuff to impose on him just as it imposes 
on you-but in every other way it's sheer, preposterous nonsense. ' 

'I only hope that you may continue to think so, Rex, but I fear you may have 
reason to alter your views before we're through. Let's continue our search-shall 
we?' 

'Fine-though I've a hunch it's a pity we didn't call hi the cops at the beginning.' 
They examined the instruments, but all of them were beyond suspicion of any 
secret purpose, and then a square revolving bookcase, but it held only 
trigonometry tables and charts of the heavens, 

‘Damn it, there must be something hi this place!’ De Richleau muttered, 'Swords 
or cups or devils' bibles. They couldn't perform their rituals without them.' 
"Maybe they took their impedimenta with them when they quit.' 

‘Perhaps, but I'd like even to see the place in which they kept it. You never know 
what they may have left behind. Try tapping all round the walls, Rex, and I'll do 
the floor. There's almost certain to be a secret cache somewhere. ' 

For some minutes they pursued their search in silence, only their repeated 
knockings breaking the stillness of the empty house. Then Rex gave a sudden 
joyful shout. 'Here, quick-it's hollow under here!' 

Together they pulled aside an early seventeenth-century chart of the 
Macrocosm by Robert Fludd, and after fumbling for a moment found the secret 
spring. The panel slid back with a click. 


In the recess some four feet deep reposed a strange collection of articles: a wand 
of hazelwood, a crystal set in gold, a torch with a pointed end so that it could be 
stuck upright in the ground, candle- sticks, a short sword, two great books, a 
dagger with a blade curved like a sickle moon, a ring, a chalice and an old 
bronze lamp, formed out of twisted human figures, which had nine wicks. All 
had pentacles, planetary signs, and other strange symbols engraved upon them, 
and each had the polish which is a sign of great age coupled with frequent 
usage. 

‘Got them!' snapped the Duke. 'By J ove, I'm glad we stayed, Rex! These things 
are incredibly rare, and each a power in itself through association with past 
mysteries. It is a thousand to one against their having others, and without them 
their claws will be clipped from working any serious evil against us." 

As he spoke De Richleau Lifted out the two ancient volumes. One had a binding 
of worked copper on which were chased designs and characters. Its leaves, 
which were made from the bark of young trees, were covered with very clear 
writing done with an iron point. The text of the other was painted on vellum 
yellowed by time, and its binding supported by great scrolled silver clasps. 
‘Wonderful copies,’ the Duke murmured, with all the enthusiasm of a 
bibliophile. "The Clavicule of Solomon and The Grimoire of Pope Honorius. 
They are not the muddled recast versions of the seventeenth century either, but 
far, far older. This Clavicule on cork may be of almost any age, and is to the 
Black Art what the Codex Sinaiticus and such early versions are to Christianity.’ 
"Well, maybe Mocata didn't figure we'd stay to search this place when we found 
Simon wasn't here, but it doesn't say much for all his clairvoyant powers you 
make such a song about for him to let us get away with his whole magician's box 
of tricks. Say! where's that draught coming from?' Rex suddenly clapped a hand 
on the back of his neck. 

The Duke thrust the two books back and swung round as if he had been stung. 
He had felt it at the same instant-a sudden chill wind which increased to a 
rushing icy blast, so cold that it stung his hands and face like burning fire. The 
electric lights flickered and went dim, so that only the faint red glow of the wires 
showed in the globes. The great room was plunged in shadow and a violet mist 
began to rise out of the middle of the pentacle, swirling with incredible rapidity 
like some dust devil of the desert., It gathered height and bulk, spread and took 
form. 

The lights flickered again and then went out, but the violet mist had a queer 
phosphorescent glow of its own. By it they could see the cabalistic bookcase, like 
a dark shadow beyond it, through the luminous mist. An awful stench of decay, 
which yet had something sweet and cloying about it, filled their nostrils as they 
gazed, sick and almost retching with repulsion, at a grey face that was taking 
shape about seven feet from the floor. The eyes were fixed upon them, malicious 
and intent? The eyeballs whitened but the face went dark. Under it the mist was 


gathering into shoulders, torso, hips. 

Before they could choke for breath the materialisation had completed. Clad in 
flowing robes of white, Mocata's black servant towered above them. His astral 
body was just as the Duke had seen it in the flesh, from tip to toe a full six foot 
eight, and the eyes, slanting inward, burned upon them like live coals of fire. 
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Astral Projection in Theory and Practice 
By Francis King and Stephen Skinner 


'... there appeared to me a brightness in the West, and a darkening of the East; and whilst 
perplexed by this matter, I find I have entered a dirty street, and see near me a young child sitting 
on the doorstep of a very squalid house. 


'I approached the house, and seeing me, the child scrambled to his feet and beckoned me to 
follow him. Pushing open the ricketty door, he pointed out to me a rotten wooden staircase. This I 
mounted and entered a room ... 


'... [found a little old man, but could not see him distinctly, as the blinds were drawn. 


'... he opened a book which was lying on the table before him and showed me a sigil. After I had 
looked at it carefully, he explained to me how I should use it, and finished by telling me that it 
was used to summon things of earth. 


‘As I looked incredulously at him he took hold of the sigil, and no sooner had he done so than 
from out of every crack and seam in the floor there wriggled forth a multitude of rats and other 
vermin. 


'... I saw a naked woman ... The Adept turned from me and said: "She is in a trance; she is dead; 
she has been dead long." And immediately her flesh becoming rotten, fell from her bones.' 


So reads an extract from the diary, or Magical Record, of J ulian Baker for December 1898. Baker, 
a friend of Aleister Crowley's and, like him, an initiate of the Golden Dawn was neither mad nor 
suffering from an acute attack of delirium tremens. He was recording an experiment in what 
some magicians call 'skrying in the spirit vision' and what is sometimes referred to as astral 
projection. 


In our first chapter we have already made a mention of the importance which occultists attach to 
the astral body and its projection. Before we outline the basic techniques for achieving the latter - 
techniques identical with those used by J ulian Baker to obtain the vision described above - we 
think it worthwhile to briefly examine the historical development of occult beliefs regarding non- 
physical vehicles of consciousness. 


The idea that each human being has an ‘astral body' capable of separating itself from the physical 
body and engaging in ‘astral journeying’ is very old. Ancient Hindu writings describing the eight 
Siddhis (magical powers) obtained through the practice of Yoga refer to one of them as ‘the power 
of flying through the air’. This almost certainly refers not to physical levitation but to astral travel. 
In pre-communist Tibet and China belief in astral projection was widespread, as it still is in 
places so remote from one another as Haiti and Greenland. 


In the western world belief in the astral body and the possibility of astral projection may well 
have evolved quite independently of any oriental influence. Certainly the Neoplatonic 
philosophers of the early Christian era derived their theories regarding the astral body from late 
developments of Plato's doctrine of the existence of 'the souls of the stars' (hence the word ‘astral’ 
from the Latin 'astrum', star) and from the Aristotelian conception of the 'sensitive soul’ 
supposedly ‘analogous to that element from which the stars are made’. Nevertheless, it is at least 
possible that both these Platonic and Aristotelian concepts were ultimately derived from 
Hellenistic folk-memories of the primitive beliefs of the Aryan-speaking peoples who gave their 
culture to both Greeks and Hindus. 


Be this as it may, there is no doubt that a belief in the existence of the astral body has been held 
by at least some people throughout the history of the western world. Thus Dante described the 
soul after death as being surrounded by ‘its own creative power, like to its living form in shape 
and size’ and went on to assert that it was capable of adopting any shape it wished; this belief in 
the plasticity of the astral body - the idea that it can be moulded at will into, for example, the 
appearance of an animal - is today a commonplace of western occultism. 


Two centuries after Dante, astral projection was referred to by Cornelius Agrippa, the 
metallurgist, occultist and philosopher. He wrote of 'vacation of the body, when the spirit is 
enabled to transcend its bounds, and, as a light escaped from a lantern, to spread over space’. (1) 


[1] Cornelius Agrippa, De Occulta Philosophia. Antwerp, 1531. 


There was an ambivalence in the attitude of the Church towards astral projection. When indulged 
in by the orthodox it was called bilocation and regarded as evidence of possible sanctity. When, 
on the other hand, it was practised by those who might reasonably be suspected of heresy or 
witchcraft it was looked upon as proof of co-operation with Satan, or of deliberate attendance at 
the Witches' Sabbath, or even of dangerous (and possibly diabolical) delusion. Thus Sprenger, the 
co-author of that notorious inquisitors' manual The Hammer of the Witches (1484), reported the 
case of a woman who voluntarily approached some Dominican friars and related that she 
attended the Witches' Sabbath every night. 


She added that even being placed in a locked room would not suffice to prevent her from 
attending the gathering. At nightfall the Dominicans, who seem to have combined a healthy 
scepticism with a taste for experiment, placed the woman in a locked room, leaving her alone but 
all the while observing her through a concealed spyhole. She threw herself onto the bed, 
becoming totally rigid - clearly she had entered some sort of cataleptic trance. The friars entered 
the room and attempted to awake the self-confessed witch, but all their efforts - some of which 
were extremely rough and included burning her naked feet with a candle - were ineffectual. 


On her eventual spontaneous recovery from the trance she gave a lurid description of her visit to 
the Sabbath, of those she had met there and of the rites in which she believed she had taken pan. 
The woman was lucky; the friars simply told her that she was indulging in fantasies, gave her a 
penance and sent her home. Other witches experienced less humane inquisitors. Some were 
burnt on no better evidence. 


In the 18th century belief in the existence of the astral body and the possibility of astral projection 
survived only amongst the initiates of certain small secret fraternities. Such beliefs did not again 
become fashionable until the burgeoning of the spiritualist and theosophical movements in the 
second half of the 19th century. 


It is only in the last fifty years, however, that certain techniques of astral projection, derived from 
the writings of Oliver Fox, Sylvan Muldoon and Hereward Carrington, have become widely 
known in the western world. The first-named of these writers discovered for himself what he 
called ‘the pineal doorway’ while the second developed a mode of astral projection involving 
reducing himself to a state very near to physical death. 


In spite of the admiration which that extraordinary personality Dion Fortune expressed for the 
writings of both Fox and Muldoon - some of the subjective experiences undergone by the hero of 
her novel Sea Priestess are clearly based on those of Muldoon - there is no doubt that the 
overwhelming majority of serious occultists would regard the methods advocated in them as 
being undesirable. Not only physically undesirable (although of course, it is apparent that there 
are material risks involved in subjecting one's body to a death-like trance), but spiritually 
undesirable, for such uncontrolled projection without adequate protection can sometimes result 
in the astral traveller finding himself in one of the so-called ‘astral hells', undergoing the dangers 
of a possible obsession by some hostile entity. 


Even more dangerous is the short-cut practice of using drugs as a key to open the astral doorway. 
This was probably the method used by the witches of the Middle Ages, for it is likely that the 
‘flying ointments' with which they anointed their bodies before attending the Sabbath were 
neither more nor less than mixtures of hallucinogenic substances designed to induce a 
dissociation of consciousness. 


Similar methods were used, sometimes with tragic results, by some of the French occultists of the 
1890s, notably Stanislas de Guiata, and are today being employed by some of the 'head' occultists 
who are prominent in the occult revival. Here are the recipes of two ‘ointments of astral 
projection' currently popular in such circles: 


Lanolin (2) - 5 ounces 
Hashish - 1 ounce 


Hemp Flowers - 1 handful 
Poppy Flowers - 1 handful 
Hellebore - 1/2 handful 


Alcohol - 1/10 oz 

Laudanum - 11/2 oz 

Betel nut - 1 oz 

Tincture of cinquefoil - 1/5 oz 
Tincture of henbane - 1/2 oz 
Tincture of belladonna - 1/2 oz 
Tincture of cannabis - 8 oz 
Cantharides - 1/5 oz 


[2] Originally hog's fat 


Before we go on to a detailed description of the methods which we suggest that you should 
employ as modes of obtaining astral projection we feel it worthwhile considering whether astral 
visions partake of objective reality. In the last analysis this is a question which each seer must 
answer for himself. Our own beliefs and the beliefs of many occultists, past and present, were 
admirably expressed by J .F.C. Fuller who wrote: 


‘The truth is, it does not matter one rap by what name you christen the illusions of this life, call 
them substance, or ideas, or hallucinations, it makes not the slightest difference for you are in 
them and they in you whatever you like to call them, and you must get out of them and they out of 
you, and the less you consider their names the better; for name-changing only creates 
unnecessary confusion and is a waste of time. 


‘Let us therefore call the world a series of existences and have done with it, for it does not matter 
ajot what we mean by it so long as we work; very well then; Science is a part of this series, and so 
is Magic, and so are cows and angels, and so are landscapes, and so are visions; and the difference 
which lies between these existences is the difference which lies between a cheesemonger and a 
poet, between a blind man and one who can see. The clearer the view, the more perfect the view; 
the clearer the vision the more perfect the vision. The eyes of a hawk are keener than those of an 
owl, and so are poet's keener than those of a cheesemonger, for he can see beauty in a ripe Stilton 
while the latter can only see two-and-sixpence a pound. 


'A true vision is to awakenment as awakenment to a dream; and a perfectly clear co-ordinate 
vision is so nearly perfect a Reality that words cannot be found in which to translate it, yet it must 
not be forgotten that its truth ceases on the return of the seer to the Material plane. (3) 


'The Seer is therefore the only judge of his visions, for they belong to a world in which he is 
absolute King, and to describe them to one who lives in another world is like talking Dutch to a 
Spaniard ... 


The vision of the adept is so much truer than ordinary vision that when once it has been attained 
to, its effect is never relinquished, for it changes the whole life. Blake would have as soon doubted 
the existence of his wife, his mother or of himself, as that of Urizen, Los or Luvah. 


‘Dreams are real, inspirations are real, delirium is real, and so is madness; but for the most part 
these are Qliphothic realities, unstable, unbalanced, dangerous. 


‘Visions are real, inspirations are real, revelation is real, and so is genius; but these are from 
Kether, and the highest climber on the mystic mountain is he who will obtain the finest view, and 


from its summit all things will be shown unto him.’ 


Fuller's statement is adequate so far as it goes, but he leaves unanswered the question as to 
whether there is an authentic relationship between the physical and the astral worlds. Whether, 
to give a particular example of such a general relationship, the symbol employed by the seer has a 
genuine correspondence with his vision? 


It would seem that such a correspondence does exist; for almost all those who have used the 
technique of projection-by- symbol have claimed that the visions they have experienced have in 
some way correlated with the symbol employed. If, for example, they have used the Tarot card 
named The Magician, traditionally attributed to the god Mercury, they have undergone visions of 
a mercurial nature in which the plants, animals and entities seen 'have been those traditionally 
associated with Mercury’. 


[3] Our italics. 


A particularly interesting illustration of the relationship between symbol and vision has been 
given by the late W.B. (‘Willie’) Seabrook, a professional journalist who learnt most of his 
occultism from Aleister Crowley. In the 1920s and 1930s Seabrook produced well-written, 
amusing and financially successful books with an occult slant; these still make enjoyable light 
reading in spite of Seabrook's gross inaccuracies and misunderstandings - Magic Island, for 
example, reveals a total lack of comprehension of the real nature of the things its author had 
witnessed and makes hilarious reading for anyone who knows anything at all about the real 
nature of the voodoo religion. 


It is likely that any casual reader of Seabrook's books would assume their author to have been a 
complete sceptic regarding occult matters; in reality he had been a close associate of Crowley's 
during the period 1917-19 and the two had participated together in magical rituals. It is likely also 
that Seabrook's wife Kate was one of Crowley's mistresses and that Seabrook himself enjoyed 
some sort of homosexual relationship with Crowley. 


Seabrook made little use of the astral-projection- by- symbol technique until 1922 when he began a 
course of experiments employing as symbols the 64 Hexagrams of the I Ching. He himself did not 
have any particularly interesting experiences on the astral plane. His friends were more 

fortunate; one found himself living in the body of a mediaeval Benedictine monk while a staid 
academic found himself transformed into an ancient Greek wanton. The most existing experience 
was undergone by a White Russian refugee named Nastatia Filipovna. 


Nastatia had been for some time experimenting with astral projection quite independently of 
Seabrook, using a crystal ball as a means of inducing auto-hypnosis. The results she had achieved 
had been disappointing and her experiences had been both boring and unpleasant. Almost always 
she found herself in the camp of some primitive tribe engaged in skinning and gutting an animal 
with a stone knife. 


Seabrook re-met Nastatia, an old friend with whom he had lost touch, in the summer of 1923, and 
told her of the use of the I Ching as an aid to astral travel. She wanted to try the method, 
Seabrook agreed to help her to do so and took her along to his friend J ohn Bannister, a wealthy 
occultist who filled his Studio with every variety of ‘esoteric’ junk from Tibetan tankas to South 
Seas devil masks. 


The hexagram to be used was selected by throwing notched tortoiseshell sticks into the air. They 
fell in a pattern which indicated the forty-ninth hexagram, Ko, meaning an animal pelt, moulting 
or, by analogy, revolution. 


Nastatia knelt in the centre of the darkened room, formulating mentally a door marked with the 
chosen hexagram. For three hours there was silence, interrupted only by a complaint from 
Nastatia that her knees were aching. Then she spoke: 


‘The door is moving. The door is opening. But it's opening into the outdoors ... 


‘Snow ... everywhere snow ... the moon on the white snow... and black trees there against the sky. 
I am lyingin the snow... wearing a fur coat ... I am warm in the snow... It is good to lie warm in 
the snow... I am moving now... I am crawling on my hands and knees... I'm not crawling now, 
I'm running on my hands and feet, lightly ... now! now! ... I'm running like the wind ... how good 
the snow smells ... And there's another good smell. Ah! Ah! Faster ... Faster ...' 


By now Nastatia was, in Seabrook's words, 'breathing heavily, panting’. He went on to say that 
when she next broke silence 'it was with sounds that were not human. There were yelps, 
slaverings, panting and then a deep baying such as only two sorts of animals on earth emit when 
they are running - hounds and wolves.' 


Seabrook and the other two observers - Bannister and a young vice-consul - became alarmed by 
Nastatia's extraordinary behaviour and attempted to 'bring her round' by slapping her face. Her 
reactions were, firstly, to attempt to tear at the vice-consul's throat with her teeth and, secondly, 
to retire snarling into a corner of the room. Eventually all three approached her, forcibly 
smothered her struggles in blankets and thrust ammonia under her nose. Slowly she reverted to 
her normal state of consciousness. 


"We didn't talk much,' wrote Seabrook, 'We brought her brandy. In a few minutes she made us 
find her handbag with powder and makeup. She went into the bathroom. She came out and sank 
into an armchair and lighted a cigarette ...' 


At least some element of wish-fulfilment must have accounted for the form of Nastatia's animal 
transformation but the really interesting thing is this: that not only does Ko mean animal pelt but 
that several of the texts referring to this hexagram are connected with the idea of transformation. 


This form of astral projection, using a symbol as a doorway has already been described in detail in 
the chapter on tattwa vision, and is further elaborated in Chapter Eleven, in connection with the 
Tarot Trumps and the Paths of the Tree of Life. At this stage, especially as you will have worked 
with the I Ching, in its divinatory capacity, it is useful to select a hexagram at random and skry it 
without first referring to its divinatory meaning. The hexagram should be selected by casting the 
sticks, thereby ensuring that there is no conscious direction in its selection. 


This skrying can be used simply to explore that part of the ‘astral’ to which each hexagram 
belongs (without reference to the text) or can be incorporated in a divination, by skrying the 
hexagram produced by the sticks, before consulting the text itself and then combining the results 
to answer the question. An example of two such skrying records follows. The first is the I 


hexagram: 


'I indicates that with firm correctness there will be good fortune (in what is denoted by it). We 
must look at what we are seeking to nourish, and by the exercise of our thoughts seek for the 
proper ailment ... His position is perilous, but there will be good fortune. It will be advantageous 
to cross the great stream.' 


The fifty yarrow sticks were laid out upon the altar, the I Ching unwrapped from its silk cover, the 
incense lit, the sticks cast and the hexagram drawn up: 


ii 


‘Upon passing through it the first impression was of crushed honeycomb, a result of the rigid 
outside but soft sweet inside of the hexagram. 


'A black doorway with the white hexagram engraved on it opened, revealing a softly tumbling 
blackness. Passing onwards, a blue bird brushed past. I formulated the hexagram on further veils 
ahead but failed to pass through. About to withdraw, but realized that the doors should be 
Chinese square double doors not a European arched doorway, and that the hexagram was actually 
the seal on the door handles. The door refused to open until I gently pushed forward. On passing 
through, the skin on my face seemed to tighten itself round my skull, and intuitively I visualized 
the hexagram on my forehead. 


‘Immediately an image of pine cones appeared which then resolved into a pine tree over a very 
bright blue creek with a red lacquer hump- back bridge over it. I crossed the bridge into a clearing 
paved with pine-needles. A group of figures wearing light blue appeared. I asked them where I 
was. As if by reply, for they hardly stirred, the thought of the blue bird again appeared. I withdrew 
re-sealing the doors with the hexagram.' 


'The second hexagram skrying is of the Sui hexagram: 


il 


This hexagram was very easy to formulate and felt strangely familiar: as I formulated it, it took on 
the face of a Chinese blue-glazed lion temple guardian, familiar and friendly. I passed through 
even before I was ready, and immediately began falling through darkness, only lit perhaps by a 
reddish fiery glow from below. 


'I soon hit the surface of a warm thick viscous liquid, and holding my breath tried to prevent 
myself going under, but continued my fall till I reached the bottom where I found I could breathe. 
Tried to look around but the material was too viscous to move fast in and was ill-lit. Starting to 
swim towards the surface, I saw a group of greasy looking rocks ahead. I reached them only to 
find that they were really the huge scaly claws of (I thought) a reptile which turned out to be 
rather like a huge leathery Dodo. 


'I tried scrambling up one but as the claw and toe were about three to four feet high, I slipped 
back several times. Finally succeeding, I clung to the bird's leg. To solve the difficulty, I availed 


myself of the plasticity of the astral regions and, growing larger (like Alice) till the Dodo was 
about the size of a chicken, I stood ankle deep in the liquid. Then the image of one of Louis 
Morellato's drawings of a figure from the Sepher Yetzirah flashed into mind. At the same time a 
ring of cloud spread around my waist and I realized that I was standing with one foot on earth 
and one in the liquid. A bright glow began to suffuse the air above my waist, dimming the rather 
reddish glow from below. As in the drawing, so here, a crescent of stars spread above me. I stood 
thus and formulated the hexagram on my forehead, which increased the clarity of the vision. 
Expanding the hexagram to my new height, I stepped through it. It broke like putting a hand 
through a wet newspaper and I stepped out: but the vision seemed determined to come with me, 
so I returned and unsuccessfully tried re-acquainting myself with the landscape. Realizing that I 
should have established a more peaceful frame of mind before exiting from the vision, I first 
formulated the Middle Pillar (4) and retired again through the enlarged hexagram. 


[4] See Appendix III. 


It is interesting to compare the vision with the text of the hexagram (which had not been seen by 
the Skryer before this operation). The text reads: 'thunder rumbling within a swamp! When 
darkness falls, the Superior Man goes within and rests peacefully.’ 


This type of vision is to be expected rather than the more dramatic vision recorded by Seabrook, 
where an element of possession entered into the experiment. 


This type of ‘astral’ projection is strictly speaking 'mental' projection. There are three basic forms 
of projection, often confused one with the other. These are (to use horribly approximate terms): 


1. Mental Projection, concerned mainly with exploratory acts of skrying or the using of symbolic 
doors as an aid to understanding a particular part of the astral plane. This is ‘projection-by- 
symbol’. 


2. Astral Projection (proper) in which the astral body (or Second Body to use Robert Monroe's 
term) (5) is able to move a distance from the physical body and accurately report what it sees on 
the physical plane, facts that could not have otherwise have been ascertained by the apparently 
sleeping practitioner. There is little restriction on the distance the astral body can travel. 


3. Etheric Projection, in which the physical body is reduced to a state resembling catalepsy (the 
breathing in fact becomes very shallow and may cease altogether for some time). Meanwhile, 
more of the basic 'etheric' substance (6) is extruded from the body and accompanies the 
consciousness a limited distance from the body. 


Of these three types of projection, the second type is most often referred to, but sometimes 
phenomena such as the so-called 'silver cord' (which is strictly an 'etheric' phenomenon) is 
incorporated in descriptions of ‘astral’ projection. Likewise the visions accompanying the mental 
projection, that is, the results of skrying, are often categorised as ‘astral' projections. Although 
this may seem a mere pedantic quibble, it is useful to set out exactly what is meant before 
discussing the practicalities of projection. 


This brings us to the techniques of astral projection (our second category above). There are a 
number of these outlined in modern works on projection, (7) but of the techniques set forth 
several have not before appeared in print and are extremely effective if persevered in every day 
over three or four weeks. 


[5] Robert Monroe, J ourneys out of the Body. Corgi, London, 1974. 


[6] A rather vague term indicating the ‘life substance’ responsible for the maintenance of the 
body, and sometimes referred to as ectoplasm, more particularly in spiritualist circles. 


[7] These include: Battersby, H. P. Man Outside Himself. University Books, New York, 1969; 
Butler, W. E. The Magician. Aquarian Books, London, 1963; Fox, O. Astral Projection. University 
Books, New York, 1962; Muldoon, S. and Carrington, H. The Projection of the Astral Body. Rider 
and Co, London, 1963. 


By way of a preliminary exercise which aids both visualization and the loosening of the astral it is 
useful to practise the following before proceeding to the techniques outlined below. 


First find as large a mirror as possible, sufficient to see all of your body in. Seat yourself 
comfortably and examine in detail all of your body. Then close your eyes and try to recall all the 
details of your reflection. If you cannot see most of the details but have only a patchy memory of 
your reflection, open your eyes and look again. When you can finally visualize all of your 
reflection with closed eyes, particularly the face, keeping your eyes closed, try to transfer your 
point of view from your body to the visualization of your reflected image, so that you are looking 
out of the mirror. 


If you are successful this far, try 'seeing' the objects in the room from the point of view of the 
mirror, that is, behind your physical body. To some extent you will be relying on memory here, 
but after a while your ability to perceive the room from the new perspective will increase to the 
point of certainty that it is not merely memory that is prompting your vision. It is at this point 
that you should attempt one of the following techniques. 


Technique A: 


The following is one of the easiest for the beginner. It uses the Tattwa symbols, which were 
detailed in Chapter Three and with which you should already have had some skrying practice. 
Their attributions to the body, Elements, and Sephiroth of the Tree of Life are as follows: 


Element Tattwa Sephirah Body 

Aether or 

Spirit Akasha Kether Crown of the head 
Air Vayu Daat Throat 

Fire Tejas Tiphareth Heart 

Water Apas Yesod Genitals 

Earth Prithivi Malkuth Anus or Feet 


As you have already used the Middle Pillar exercise, you should be familiar with the idea of 
attributing the Sephiroth to various parts of the body, along with the vibration of their 
appropriate Godname. Now this technique can be applied to the activation of the Daat centre by 
focusing Vayu (Air) on the throat. The throat centre is chosen because although the astral body 
may move out of the physical body as a whole, it is the throat which is in practice the focus of the 
junction between the two. Purely from a theoretical point of view, those who are familiar with the 
Tree of Life will remember that the hidden Sephirah Daat is ascribed to the throat, and it is 
always considered to be a link with another dimension or partaking of a different reality. 


However returning to practice, the steps are as follows: 


1. Assume a seated position, the back straight, knees together, making sure that there is no 
tension, so that if you fell asleep your position would not change. If you prefer, a comfortable 
asana (yoga position) such as a half lotus with the bottom slightly raised by a small cushion can 
be adopted. The important thing is that the position is comfortable and does not require a 
conscious effort to maintain, but is not conducive to sleep. The usually suggested position of flat 
on your back has this drawback. Close your eyes. 


2. Perform the Lesser Banishing Ritual of the Pentagram from the seated position by visualizing 
your own figure moving around the room. Formulate yourself in your mind's eye standing up in 
robes and holding a dagger. Project your consciousness into this form, open its eyes, and try to 
see through them. In the form go to the East. Make yourself ‘feel’ there by looking around, 
touching the wall, shifting your feet and so on. Begin the Ritual and go round the room in the 
form, vibrating the words mentally and trying to feel them coming from the figure. Return to the 
East, and before finishing look around you from the point of the view of the figure. Return to your 
body, and, standing behind the head, let yourself be re-absorbed into it. This way the mental 
projection with which you should already be familiar from skrying is used as a preliminary to 
astral projection. 


3. Perform the Middle Pillar exercise (for which see Appendix III). 


4. Visualize the Vayu Tattwa, a ball of blue brilliance about four inches in diameter and position it 
at the throat. 


5. Vibrate the Godname attributed to Daat, YHVH Elohim (Yeh-ho-wah El-o-heem). 


6. Focus your attention on the nape of your neck, continuing the Vayu visualisation. At this stage 
you should observe the first signs of projection, which are: 


a. A feeling of imbalance, a feeling that you are tilting in one direction. The natural reaction is to 
counteract this by leaning in the opposite direction. It is then that it becomes apparent that the 
original tilt was the astral body commencing to move out of alignment with the physical body, 


b. A wave vibration up and down the body which gradually gets faster and more regular. This can 
also manifest as a jarring and shuddering as if you are in some way coming loose. 


c. A dull aching sensation in the whole of the neck, particularly around the larynx (Adam's apple). 
(8) This third result however is less common than the previous two. These signs have to be 
fought, not concentrated upon, otherwise you associate your physical and your astral bodies too 
soon in the process. Also surprise or interest tend to pull you back to your physical body in much 
the same way. Continue concentrating around the region of the atlas, the spinal vertebrae on 
which the head rests, trying to regularise the vibration and detach yourself from the physical body 
first at this point. 


7. When projection occurs remain within the immediate vicinity of the body for the first couple of 
experiments getting used to your new 'body' before moving further afield. 


[8] It is interesting to note that Daat has Vayu (Air) ascribed to it, and is located in the body 
around the voice box. 


8. Return to the body can be simply and immediately accomplished by thinking of it, or 
deliberately attempting to move a limb, but it is more useful to slowly position yourself near to 


and parallel with the physical body, and then slowly slide into it resisting any temptation to allow 
yourself to be pulled rapidly back into it by simply ‘relaxing your grip' as a deliberate re-union 
with the physical body helps preserve the memory of your experience and makes projection easier 
on the next occasion. 


9. Close with the Middle Pillar Exercise and the Lesser Banishing Ritual of the Pentagram. Again 
don't actually walk around the room but imagine your own robed figure performing the Ritual. 


If this practice is kept up regularly with concentrated effort for three to four weeks, preferably at 
the same time each day, then success is fairly certain. However once the first projection occurs it 
is imperative to re-double your efforts to ensure that this ability becomes one that can be used at 
will, rather than a ‘one-off’ success. 


Technique B: 


This technique uses mental projection as a prelude to astral projection just as the previous 
technique incorporated mental projection in its application of the Lesser Banishing Ritual of the 
Pentagram. However the technique is less formal than the previous one and relies more on the 
visualization abilities of the practitioner who is obliged to build up an imaginary route rather like 
a path working. 


1. Perform the Lesser Banishing Ritual as usual, that is, moving physically round the room whilst 
inscribing the pentagrams. 


2. Seat yourself as before in a straight-backed position or asana. 


3. Concentrate on your breath watching it flow through your nostrils. Regularize it and allowit to 
slow down. 


4. Transfer the attention to an imaginative scene such as a rocky defile along which you imagine 
yourself walking. Feel as if you are climbing up one side of this until you reach a flat plateau on 
which there are two pillars, one black, one silver, with a veil between them. 


5. Visualize yourself seated on the other side of the veil. 


6. Transfer your attention to the figure on the other side of the veil, and become it. At this stage, 
the mental projection should become an astral one. The actual astral projection occurs when you 
move the attention from one figure to another through the veil, thus negating the difficulties of 
moving out of the physical directly into the astral. 


7. To retum, you sit down with your back to the veil and visualize your other body waiting on the 
other side of the veil. Transfer your attention to the other side of the veil. 


8. Return along the path through the imagined landscape. 


9. Re-assume your physical body. 


10. Perform the Lesser Banishing Ritual of the Pentagram. 


Once you have successfully projected do not immediately attempt to 'run' around, but carefully 
move about your room getting used to your new body. You will find that leg motion is not 
required but that merely willing yourself from one place to another is sufficient. Remain 
‘earthbound' for the first few experiences, gradually getting used to resisting the temptation to 
indulge yourself in the new sensations of weightlessness and timelessness. 


Explore the adjoining rooms, something you can do by merely passing through doorways and try 
to remember some feature which you might not normally know about, which can be checked on 
later, as an objective test that your consciousness did actually leave the room, Note these details 
down in your Magical Diary along with your impressions of the appearance of physical objects, 
their degree of apparent reality and colouring. 


At a later date attempt to record other sense impressions such as healing and feeling as if you 
were feeling them in the physical body. This way you will rapidly become accustomed to your 
astral body and will be able to project it with much greater ease. Simultaneously it will get 
stronger and will be able to remain projected for greater periods of time. 


When trying to ascertain if you are seeing truly on the astral it is useful to imagine that the 
contrary of what appears to be there. For example if you ‘visit' a friend in the astral body and you 
see him reading, imagine that he is ironing instead. If the figure immediately changes to conform 
with your imagination you are probably only viewing your own astral creations, but if it does not 
alter then you can be fairly sure you are actually there. 


The whole secret of astral projection is persistence initially till you succeed, then practise to 
perfect the ability and eliminate any possibility of error. 


Etheric projection is an extension of astral projection and involves transmitting more of the 
etheric matter to the astral form so that it can, to a certain degree, experience the physical 
surroundings. The price to be paid for this is that the physical body is reduced to a cataleptic 
state; indistinguishable from death in extreme cases. 


Consequently, when preparing to project the etheric body certain precautions have to be taken. 
The most important precaution is making sure that the physical body is protected from any form 
of disturbance. 


It is therefore important to eliminate the possibility of visitors, telephone calls, or even too much 
noise. The body must also be protected from getting cold during the projection. Any sudden 
stimulus can have serious consequences, as the etheric material is drawn back into the body too 
suddenly. If the practitioner has a weak heart, shaking or touching his body whilst the etheric is 
projected could be fatal: for this reason it is suggested that nobody with a heart condition should 
attempt the following projection technique. 


As the etheric material is extruded there remains a connecting link between it and the physical 
body which has sometimes been seen as a silver connection between the etheric body and the 
physical body. This connection seems to prevent the etheric body moving too great a distance 
from the physical body and tends to limit the distance travelled till use gradually attenuates it. 


As the etheric matter is connected with the breath cycle, and relies upon normal breathing to 
keep it integrated with the physical body, the ties between the two can be loosened directly by 
certain breath techniques which form part of Hatha Yoga. However the following technique is 
indirect and relies on first projecting astrally and then transferring etheric matter to the astral 
body. This rather complex sounding process is best understood by actually using the technique. 


Technique C: 


1. Use one of the two previously described techniques for projecting astrally, making sure that the 
Lesser Banishing Ritual of the Pentagram and Middle Pillar exercise is included. 


2. Look at your physical body. Don't in fact try to open your eyes, for this will activate the physical 
eyes and draw you back into the body, but will yourself to see the physical body. Observe carefully 
the breathing of the physical body without trying to actually experience it. 


3. Visualize a link between the solar plexus of your physical and the solar plexus of your astral 
body. Along this link should be seen flowing the etheric matter, from the physical body to the 
astral. At the same time the physical breathing should become irregular. Don't worry about this 
but just continue the visualization whilst observing the breath. As soon as the breathing becomes 
irregular try to breathe in the astral body, not by lung movement but simply by willing it. If you 
are successful the astral breathing will take up of its own accord, there will be a feeling of a slight 
pressure on you and the breathing in the physical body will cease. This is nothing to be worried 
about at this point, for after a short time (this interval increasing with use) you will be drawn back 
into the physical body, and should anything untoward happen to your body in the meantime you 
will be drawn back immediately. 


4. Try not to be drawn back into the body involuntarily. When you begin to tire, reverse step 3 by 
returning the etheric matter to your physical body, and at the same time willing your lungs to take 
up the job of breathing again. As soon as the body shows the first sign of taking up the breath 
cycle again, will the astral plane breathing to cease. 


5. When the physical body is breathing regularly and the etheric matter returned to it, visualize 
the solar plexus connection rolling up back into the physical body. 


6. Move the astral body back into the physical and close as you would normally. 


Recovery after an etheric projection will take longer than for an astral projection, and you should 
be prepared to be a bit stiff and sometimes quite cold after such a projection. It is quite helpful to 
have something hot to drink handy to warm you up and ensure complete integration of the bodies. 


Etheric projection should only be done with adequate preparation, never omitting the Lesser 
Banishing Ritual of the Pentagram or making provision against intrusion. An alternative to the 
latter is to have a trusted companion, who knows exactly what you intend to do and understands 
that the physical body must under no circumstances be touched during projection, to look after 
any contingency that may arise. If these precautions are observed there is no reason why you 
should not project the etheric with absolute safety. 


If by any chance you come back too quickly and find that you appear to be ‘looking down the 
wrong end of a telescope’, carefully repeat the Banishing Ritual, then without haste project again 
and return slowly. 


Remember that it is no use just reading this and thinking how interesting projection might be. 
Resolve now to persevere for a period of say four weeks every night with one of the first two 
techniques, recording every detail and reaction in your Magical Diary. You will be surprised how 
rapidly persistence brings success. 
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Invisible Eagle 

The History of Nazi Occultism 
By Alan Baker 


The Black Order 


Throughout the post-war period, material has been added constantly to the 
sinister mythological system built around the idea that the Third Reich 
continues its activities in a hidden location. This cabal of surviving Nazis is 
sometimes referred to as the Fourth Reich but more often as the 'Black Order". 
Those who contend that such a concept can have no place in a rational person's 
world view are underestimating the subtle power exerted by the strange 
concepts contained within the field of popular occultism. The British writer 

J oscelyn Godwin has produced a splendid, highly informative study of this field 
in his book Arktos The Polar Myth in Science, Symbolism, and Nazi Survival, in 
which he maintains an admirably sceptical standpoint while acknowledging that 
the notions embodied in popular occultism must be treated with respect, if only 
for their powerful influence over the public mind. He also includes a pertinent 
quote from the German Pastor Ekkehard Hieronimus regarding popular beliefs: 


What is going on in the lower reaches of society is probably very much more 
potent and effective than what happens in intellectual circles. We think, of 
course, that it is the intellectuals - now in the broadest sense of the term, in 
which I include the scientists -who define our life. But lately the intellectuals 
have been rather like a film of oil on a great puddle of water: it shines 
mischievously and thinks that it is the whole thing, but it is only one molecule 
thick. I can see quite definite things coming towards us. The things going on in 
the so-called cultural underground, or the so-called subculture, are very strange. 


Godwin then wryly offers an example of a product of this 'subculture’, a report 
from the 16 April 1991 issue of the London newspaper the Sun, that claims that 
the ruins of Atlantis have been discovered in the Arctic by a joint French-Soviet 
research expedition. The ‘proof is a photomontage of some Doric columns rising 
from an icy landscape. While the vast majority of people seeing this would 
probably think it interesting but almost certainly spurious, the idea is 
nevertheless firmly embedded in their unconscious. As Godwin notes (and as 
we have discussed in earlier chapters), uncritical belief in the literal reality of 
certain occult concepts aided in no small degree the rise of National Socialism. 
‘One has to be thankful that our tabloids are not proclaiming Aryan supremacy 
or describing J ewish ritual murder; but one may well ask what collective 
attitudes are being formed by the currents in the "great puddle" of popular 
occultism.' 


It is one thing for a collective attitude to admit the possibility of visitation by 
alien spacecraft, or the existence of ghosts or relict hominids such as Bigfoot, 
the Yeti and so on; it is quite another to admit of the undying - perhaps 
supernatural - power of an ideology that has already irreparably demeaned 
humanity and could quite conceivably wreak havoc once again. 


‘Gotzen Gegen Thule’ 


In 1971, Wilhelm Landig published a strange novel entitled Gotzen gegen Thule 
(Godlets Against Thule). In an echo of the nineteenth-century vogue for 
presenting fantasy as a ‘true story', Landig subtitles his novel 'a fiction full of 
facts' and claims that it contains accurate information on the radical advances 
in aviation and weapons technology made in the years since the end of the war. 
Gotzen gegen Thule is fundamentally an adventure story that follows the 
exploits of two German airmen, Recke and Reimer (which Godwin translates as 
"Brave Warrior’ and 'Poet' respectively), who are sent to a secret German base in 
the far north of Canada towards the end of the Second World War. This base, 
known as Point 103, is a large underground facility possessing highly advanced 
technology and supplied by powerful allies in the United States. Its occupants 
constitute a force opposed to the Third Reich, which is seen as a Satanic force. 


Point 103 is, in fact, solidly anti-racist, as evidenced by one scene in which a 
conference there is attended by 'a Tibetan lama, J apanese, Chinese, and 
American officers, Indians, a Black Ethiopian, Arabs, Persians, a Brazilian 
officer, a Venezuelan, a Siamese, and a full-blooded Mexican Indian’. Travel to 
and from this remote and ultra-secret facility is by a highly advanced aircraft 
called the V7, which is shaped like a sphere with a rotating circular wing 
containing jet turbines. Interestingly enough, even the responsible and sceptical 
Godwin is willing to concede that this part of Landig's novel may well have a 
basis in fact (see Chapter Eight). 


The two airmen are sent on a mission to Prague to prevent the disc-plane 
technology from falling into Allied hands; following the end of the war and the 
defeat of Nazi Germany, Point 103 declares itself independent and continues 
with its pursuit of Thulean ideals. These ideals are explained by another 
character, an ex- Waffen-SS officer named Gutmann (‘Good man'). Godwin 
provides a summary of the Thulean philosophy: 


The light of Thule comes not from the East but from the North. Its tradition is 
"Uranian,' being derived from Uranos, lord of the cosmic world order and of the 
primordial Paradise of the Aryan Race, situated at the North Pole. It was 
Uranos's usurping son Saturn who brought upon this originally happy and 
unified humanity the dubious gift of the egoic state. The temptations 
consequent upon this change in the human constitution lead to the loss of 
primeval unity and, eventually, the destruction of Saturn's realm, Atlantis. 
Thereupon the warm climate of the secret island of the Hyperboreans was 
suddenly replaced by bitter winter. The primordial races of the Arctic and of the 
Nordic Atlantis both lost their homes, and were forced to migrate southwards. 
Wherever they settled - in Europe, Persia, India, and elsewhere - they tried to 
remake their lost Paradise, and in their myths and legends cherished the 
memory of it. 


As Godwin notes, Uranos and Saturn seem to be personifications of events in 
remote antiquity; however, the Thulean religion included an unmanifested God 
beyond space and time, and a Son through whom the will of the Father operates 
and who is identified with the laws of nature. Landig himself identifies the 
legend of Thule (which in geographical terms is located close to Point 103) with 
that of the spiritual centre of the world, sometimes called Shambhala. The 
reader will recall Nicholas Roerich's encounter with a golden flying disc, 
described in Chapter Four, and how his guide stated that the UFO represented 
the beneficent influence of Rigden-J yepo, the King of the World, who was 


watching over them. Through another character, a French collaborator named 
Belisse (‘from Belisane, sun god of the Gauls'), Landig describes in elaborate 
detail the nature of this phenomenon, which he calls 'Manisolas'. They are 
living, intelligent bio-mechanical entities with a complex life cycle that begins as 
a circle of light and continues through a metallic form before reaching the 
reproductive stage. Through a regenerative process, a new Manisola grows 
within the womb of the adult. 


The regenerated part is expelled by the remaining mother-nucleus as a new 
energetic circle of light, corresponding to a birthing technique. This new circle 
enters on the same seven developmental stages, while the expelling maternal 
element rolls itself into a ball, which then explodes. The metallic remains 
contain particles of copper. The optical impressions that eyewitnesses of these 
Manisolas have had up to now are basically quite uniform. In the daytime they 
display an extremely bright gold or silver luminescence, sometimes with traces 
of rose-colored smoke which then often condense into grayish-white trails. At 
night the disks shine in glowing or glossy colors, showing on occasion long 
flames at the edges and red and blue sparks, which can grow so strong as to 
wreathe them in fire. Most remarkable is their power of reaction against 
pursuers, like that of a rational creature, far exceeding any possible electronic 
self-steering or radio control. 


Landig goes on to describe how, throughout the ages, all mythologies refer in 
one way or another to the Manisolas, which are seen as symbols of spiritual 
potency, unity and love. Although Point 103 is claimed to be a non-racist 
society, the Thuleans nevertheless consider Israel to be in eternal opposition to 
their ideals, and remember the time when their ancestors, the Nordic 
Atlanteans, were held in slavery by Semitic sorcerers. 


Perhaps unsurprisingly, the Ark of the Covenant is brought into this bizarre 
occult adventure and is described as a kind of battery for astral energy to be 
used in magical operations. This energy is the fertilising ‘force-field of the 
Aryans’, which is stolen by Hebrew magicians and stored in the Ark for their 
own anti-Aryan purposes. The international conspiracy against the Aryans is 
further defined when the characters travel to Tibet and meet another German, 
Juncker (‘Aristocrat’), who tells them that the Asiatic peoples are waiting for a 
great warrior who will come from the subterranean realm of Agartha and lead 
them to domination of the world. We then learn of the nature of 'Shambala' and 
‘Agartha’, which is another perversion of Buddhist teaching, similar to that 
suggested by Ravenscroft in The Spear of Destiny (see Chapter Five). The 
central point of Gotzen gegen Thule is that the Third Reich arose with the 
assistance of the twin power centres of Agartha and Shambhala and was 
defeated when it succumbed to the materialistic attractions of Shambhala, thus 
destroying the balance between the two. We can look again to Godwin for a 
good translation of Landig's original: 


The source of material energies of the left hand, which have their seat in 
Shambala, is the upper-earth city of power and might, which is ruled by a great 
King of Fear. But it is the same seat of Shambala that a part of the western 
secret brotherhoods and lodges regards as their point of origin, from which 
come the promises and warnings of a Lord of the World. This Shambala is a 
searchlight of our will! Then there is the second source: Agartha, the inner, 
underworld realm of contemplation and its energies. There too is a Lord and 
King of the World, who promises his domination. At the proper moment, this 
center will lead good men against the evil ones; and it is firmly connected with 
Brahytma, that is, God. And that is the king to serve, the one who will set up our 
empire and rule over the others ... [T]he men in [the Third] Reich ... joined 
themselves with the energies of Shambala, of pure force, and in their secret way 
worked against the other men of [the] Reich ... And behind these energies which 
manifest themselves in Shambala stands the Caucasian, Stalin- Dugaschvili! He 
knew everything, he knew the men of the circle in [the] Reich and he played his 
own cards with them as if they were their own. Stalin- Dugaschvili had the 
support of the Lord of Fear and Power against [the] Reich! 


In the final stages of the novel, the heroes leave Tibet but are captured in India 
by the British, who place them in a prisoner-of-war camp. When they finally 
return to Germany, it becomes clear that they will probably never rejoin Point 
103, which 'seems to have forgotten them: they ruefully admit ... that if it still 
exists, it has probably had to isolate itself completely from the world of today’. 


All that remains to [the Thuleans] is to constitute a 'Fourth Reich in exile,’ 
patiently waiting for the Age of Pisces to reach its inevitable end. And as the 
Fish Age passes, so St Peter's religious tyranny in Rome will crumble ... and the 
Jewish Ark will lose its potency. Then, says Landig, the... banner of the Aryans 
will fly again ... 


Added to the weird flights of fancy, Gotzen gegen Thule contains several 
statements that mark it out as a work of pernicious historical revisionism, such 
as J uncker's claim that the bodies in the liberated concentration camps were 
actually those of Germans killed in Allied air raids on Munich. Aside from this, 
the novel manages to weave together a wide variety of myths, all of which have 
come to be associated with the concept of Nazi survival: Nordic mythology, 
UFOs as man-made aircraft, the subterranean realms of Shambhala and 
Agartha, the Hollow Earth, the Holy Grail, and the international conspiracy to 
inaugurate a secret One-World Government. While it might be expected that 
such a ridiculous and (in its attempt at historical revisionism) morally 
reprehensible tale would sink into a merciful literary oblivion, it did nothing of 
the kind; instead, it entered the murky realm of the cultural underground, 
where it was discovered by certain interested parties who saw in it an 
opportunity to further their own agendas. 


Miguel Serrano and the Glorification of Hitler 


The strange and esoteric notions that seem so often to go hand in hand with 
Holocaust revisionism are most strikingly exemplified by the Chilean diplomat 
Miguel Serrano (b. 1917), who was Ambassador to India (1953-62), Yugoslavia 
(1962-64) and Austria (1964-70). The possessor of a formidable intellect, 
Serrano wrote on a number of arcane subjects including Yoga, Tantra and other 
areas of mysticism, as well as a book on his friendships with Carl J ung and 
Hermann Hesse. He also travelled widely in search of wisdom in India, South 
America and Antarctica. In 1984 he published a long explication of his mystical 
and philosophical thought, entitled Adolf Hitler, el Ultimo Avatara (Adolf 
Hitler, the Last Avatar), which he dedicates To the glory of the Fuhrer, Adolf 
Hitler’. 


According to Godwin: 


Weare to understand the title quite literally: Serrano means that Hitler is the 
Tenth Avatar of Vishnu, the Kalki Avatar, who has incarnated to bring about the 
end of the Kali Yuga and usher in a New Age. In the terminology of Buddhism, 
Hitler is a Tulku or a Bodhisattva, who having previously emancipated himself 
from bondage to the circles of this world has taken on voluntary birth for the 
sake of mankind. Therefore he is beyond criticism. 


Serrano believes that Hitler himself is still alive, having escaped from the ruins 
of Berlin in one of the Nazi disc-planes, and is continuing to direct an Esoteric 
War from the safety of a secret realm at the South Pole. The background to this 
scenario involves, once again, the legendary land of Hyperborea and its 
fabulous inhabitants, with further variations on the theme we have already 
discussed (see Chapter Two). According to Serrano, the Hyperboreans were 


originally from beyond our galaxy, arriving on Earth in remote antiquity. Their 
existence has been suppressed by a monumental conspiracy, which also seeks to 
misrepresent them as physical ‘aliens’; in fact, we only perceive them as ‘flying 
saucers’ because we lack the perception to see them as they really are. They 
founded the First Hyperborea here on Earth, a realm that was not composed of 
mundane matter but which extended beyond the physical plane of existence 
created and controlled by the Demiurge, an inferior god whose first experiments 
in the creation of intelligent life resulted in Neanderthal Man. 


The Demiurge instituted a cosmic regime by which all creatures would take the 
Way of the Ancestors - in other words, they would be reincarnated on Earth 
indefinitely. This was unacceptable to the Hyperboreans who preferred to take 
the Way of the Gods, only being reincarnated if they chose. The Hyperboreans 
possessed the power of Vril (see Chapter Three), which they wielded in their 
battles with the mechanistic Demiurge. The war between the Hyperboreans and 
the Demiurge resulted in the founding of a Second Hyperborea at the North 
Pole, taking the form of a physical, circular continent from which the 
Hyperboreans began to organise the spiritualisation of the Earth. This would be 
achieved through the instilling of a single particle of immortality in the 
Neanderthals and other proto-humans, which would raise them out of their 
semi-animal state. 


The Hyperboreans' plans seemed to be going well enough, until they made the 
mistake of having sexual intercourse with the creations of the Demiurge. This 
miscegenation was associated with a catastrophic cometary impact that caused 
the North and South Poles to change position. From that moment on, the Earth 
became 'the battleground between the Demiurge and the Hyperboreans, the 
latter always in danger of diluting their blood'. Godwin quotes Serrano thus: 
‘There is nothing more mysterious than blood. Paracelsus considered it a 
condensation of light. I believe that the Aryan, Hyperborean blood is that - but 
not the light of the Golden Sun, not of a galactic sun, but of the light of the Black 
Sun ...', the Black Sun being a symbol not only of the void inside the Hollow 
Earth but also of the ultimate void from which all creation flows. 


Serrano claims to have met a certain Master who told him that at a certain point 
in the practice of Yoga one is able to leave one's body and go through mystical 
death to reach the Black Sun, the realm occupied by the Hyperboreans beyond 
the physical universe. However, such a spiritual voyage is not within the 
capabilities of all humanity - only those 'whose blood preserves the memory of 
the ancient White, Hyperborean race’. 


The J ewish people are seen by Serrano as the instruments of the Demiurge 
(whom he identifies with J ehovah). They constitute an ‘anti-race' that is 
engaged in a gigantic conspiracy involving all the world's institutions, the 
undeclared enemies of Hyperborean ideals. These ideals gave rise to the Thule 
Society, which Serrano claims had links with the Hermetic Order of the Golden 
Dawn but ‘was perverted by the degeneracy of Aleister Crowley and the J ewish 
Bergsons'. 


During the earlier part of Hitler's campaigns, according to Serrano, his 
intention had simply been to reconquer the ancient territories of the Aryans or 
Hyperboreans. Rudolf Hess's flight to England in 1941 was the last stage of this 
effort, intended through renewed contacts with the Golden Dawn to unite 
Germany with her Aryan cousins, the British, and encourage them also to purify 
their race. But after the apparent failure of this mission, Hitler took up his 
avataric destiny of total war on all fronts against international J ewry and the 
Demiurge, attacking them in their most powerful creation, the Communist 
Soviet Union. 


As with other revisionists, Serrano denies that the Holocaust took place (he calls 
it the 'Myth of the Six Million’) on the grounds that the German is heroic but not 


cruel (cruelty being an attribute of mixed blood). Indeed, during the Second 
World War, the Nazis were allegedly concentrating on the perfection of 'magical 
realism’, including the development of disc-planes, establishing contact with 
ascended Masters in Tibet and dematerialisation. Hitler himself did not commit 
suicide but escaped through an underground passage, designed by Albert Speer, 
connecting the Bunker with Tempelhof Airfield where he boarded one of the 
disc-planes and left the ruins of the Third Reich behind. 


As Godwin notes, quoting the Chilean writer thus, Serrano here enters realms 
usually identified with the bizarre fringes of ufology and cosmology: 


Had the German submarines discovered at the North Pole or in J ohn Dee's 
Greenland the exact point through which one penetrates, as through a black 
funnel, going to connect with the Other Pole, emerging in that paradisal land 
and sea that are no longer here, yet exist? An impregnable paradise, from which 
one can continue the war and win it - for when this war is lost, the other is won. 
The Golden Age, Ultima Thule, Hyperborea, the other side of things; so easy 
and so difficult to attain. The inner earth, the Other Earth, the counter- earth, 
the astral earth, to which one passes as it were with a ‘click’; a bilocation, or 
trilocation of space. 


Serrano believes that the Hollow Earth is still inhabited by the First 
Hyperboreans and that the Nazis found a way through to their realm via the 
South Pole, a belief shared (apparently) by the French writer J ean Robin - 
although it must be added that Robin is no denier of the Holocaust. In 1989, 
Robin published his Operation Orth, which offers the account, supposedly given 
to Robin by a friend, of ajourmey to a subterranean complex made aboard a 
flying saucer that could pass through solid rock. The underground city was near 
the Chilean coastal city of Valparaiso, north of Santiago; it had a population of 
some 350,000, all of whom were members of the Black Order and some of 
whom were J ews who blamed ‘their fellows for their "refusal to collaborate" 
with the evolutionary process’. Robin's story differs from other Nazi-survival 
myths in that Hitler died in this new Agartha in 1953 and his body was placed in 
a transparent, hexagonal casket. Rather astonishingly, this casket also 
contained the body of the Swedish diplomat Raoul Wallenberg, who saved 
thousands of J ews from the concentration camps and who mysteriously 
disappeared at the end of the war. Godwin is justifiably nonplussed by this: 


Operation Orth poses every manner of problem ... to the reader, who can only 
wonder what prompted J ean Robin to present the shocking images of Hitler 
and Wallenberg reconciled, and the casual dismissal of the Holocaust by the 

J ews of the Black Order. In the context of Guenonian attitudes, which are 
nothing if not respectful of the J ewish people and their tradition, there is 
nothing to be said, unless it be that Robin actually accepts his friend's account, 
and is warning us of the [evolutionary process's] final obscenity. 
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The All-in-One Global Village 
By Tom Wolfe 


Not a word of his great masterwork had ever been published, and yet Teilhard 
had enjoyed a certain shady eminence for years. Some of his manuscripts had 
circulated among his fellow J esuits, sub rosa, sotto voce, in a J esuit samizdat. In 
Canada he was a frequent topic of conversation at St. Michael's, the Roman 
Catholic college of the University of Toronto. Immediately following his death, 
his Paris secretary, J eanne Mortier, to whom he had left his papers, began 
publishing his writings in a steady stream, including The Phenomenon of Man. 
No one paid closer attention to this gusher of Teilhardiana than a 44-year-old 
St. Michael's teaching fellow named Marshall McLuhan, who taught English 
literature. McLuhan was already something of a campus star at the University of 
Toronto when Teilhard died. He had dreamed up an extracurricular seminar on 
popular culture and was drawing packed houses as he held forth on topics such 
as the use of sex in advertising, a discourse that had led to his first book, The 
Mechanical Bride, in 1951. He was a tall, slender man, handsome in a lairdly 
Scottish way, who played the droll don to a "T," popping off deadpan three- 
liners--not one-liners but three-liners-- people couldn't forget. 


One time I asked him howit was that Pierre Trudeau managed to stay in power 
as prime minister through all the twists and turns of Canadian politics. Without 
even the twitch of a smile, McLuhan responded, "It's simple. He has a French 
name, he thinks like an Englishman, and he looks like an Indian. We all feel 
very guilty about the Indians here in Canada." 


Another time I was in San Francisco doing stories on both McLuhan and topless 
restaurants, each of which was a new phenomenon. So I got the bright idea of 
taking the great communications theorist to a topless restaurant called the Off 
Broadway. Neither of us had ever seen such a thing. Here were scores of 
businessmen in drab suits skulking at tables in the dark as spotlights followed 
the waitresses, each of whom had astounding silicone- enlarged breasts and 
wore nothing but high heels, a G-string, and rouge on her nipples. Frankly, I 
was shocked and speechless. Not McLuhan. 


"Very interesting," he said. 
"What is, Marshall?" 


He nodded at the waitresses. "They're wearing...us." 


"What do you mean, Marshall?" 


He said it very slowly, to make sure I got it: 


"They're...putting...us...on." 


But the three-liners and the pop culture seminar were nothing compared to 
what came next, in the wake of Teilhard's death: namely, McLuhanism. 


McLuhanism was Marshall's synthesis of the ideas of two men. One was his 
fellow Canadian, the economic historian Harold Innis, who had written two 
books arguing that new technologies were primal, fundamental forces steering 
human history. The other was Teilhard. McLuhan was scrupulous about 
crediting scholars who had influenced him, so much so that he described his 
first book of communications theory, The Gutenberg Galaxy, as "a footnote to 
the work of Harold Innis." In the case of Teilhard, however, he was caught in a 
bind. McLuhan's "global village" was nothing other than Teilhard's "nodsphere," 
but the church had declared Teilhard's work heterodox, and McLuhan was not 
merely a Roman Catholic, he was a convert. He had been raised as a Baptist but 
had converted to Catholicism while in England studying at Cambridge during 
the 1930s, the palmy days of England's great Catholic literary intellectuals, G. K. 
Chesterton and Hilaire Belloc. Like most converts, he was highly devout. So in 
his own writings he mentioned neither Teilhard nor the two-step theory of 
evolution that was the foundation of Teilhard's worldview. Only a single 
reference, a mere obiter dictum, attached any religious significance whatsoever 
to the global village: "The Christian concept of the mystical body--all men as 
members of the body of Christ--this becomes technologically a fact under 
electronic conditions." 


I don't have the slightest doubt that what fascinated him about television was 
the possibility it might help make real Teilhard's dream of the Christian unity of 
all souls on earth. At the same time, he was well aware that he was publishing 
his major works, The Gutenberg Galaxy (1962) and Understanding Media 
(1964), at amoment when even the slightest whiff of religiosity was taboo, if he 
cared to command the stage in the intellectual community. And that, I assure 
you, he did care to do. His father had been an obscure insurance and real estate 
salesman, but his mother, Elsie, had been an actress who toured Canada giving 
dramatic readings, and he had inherited her love of the limelight. So he 
presented his theory in entirely secular terms, arguing that a new, dominant 
medium such as television altered human consciousness by literally changing 
what he called the central nervous system's "sensory balance." For reasons that 
were never clear to me--although I did question him on the subject-- McLuhan 
regarded television as not a visual but an "aural and tactile" medium that was 
thrusting the new television generation back into what he termed a "tribal" 
frame of mind. These are matters that today fall under the purview of 
neuroscience, the study of the brain and the central nervous system. 
Neuroscience has made spectacular progress over the past 25 years and is now 
the hottest field in science and, for that matter, in all of academia. But 
neuroscientists are not even remotely close to being able to determine 
something such as the effect of television upon one individual, much less an 
entire generation. 


That didn't hold back McLuhan, or the spread of McLuhanism, for a second. He 
successfully established the concept that new media such as television have the 
power to alter the human mind and thereby history itself. He died in 1980 at the 
age of 69 after a series of strokes, more than a decade before the creation of the 
Internet. Dear God--if only he were alive today! What heaven the present 
moment would have been for him! How he would have loved the Web! What a 
shimmering Oz he would have turned his global village into! 


But by 1980 he had spawned swarms of believers who were ready to take over 


where he left off. It is they, entirely secular souls, who dream up our fin de siécle 
notions of convergence for the Digital Age, never realizing for a moment that 
their ideas are founded upon Teilhard's and McLuhan's faith in the power of 
electronic technology to alter the human mind and unite all souls in a seamless 
Christian web, the All-in-One. Today you can pick up any organ of the digital 
press, those magazines for dot.com lizards that have been spawned thick as 
shad since 1993, and close your eyes and riffle through the pages and stab your 
forefinger and come across evangelical prose that sounds like a hallelujah! for 
the ideas of Teilhard or McLuhan or both. 


I did just that, and in Wired magazine my finger landed on the name Danny 
Hillis, the man credited with pioneering the concept of massively parallel 
computers, who writes, "Telephony, computers, and CD-ROMs are all 
specialized mechanisms we've built to bind us together. Now evolution takes 
place in microseconds. ...We're taking off. We're at that point analogous to when 
single-celled organisms were turning into multicelled organisms. We are 
amoebas and we can't figure out what the hell this thing is that we're creating. ... 
Weare not evolution's ultimate product. There's something coming after us, 
and I imagine it is something wonderful. But we may never be able to 
comprehend it, any more than a caterpillar can comprehend turning into a 
butterfly. 


Teilhard seemed to think the phase-two technological evolution of man might 
take a century or more. But you will note that Hillis has it reduced to 
microseconds. Compared to Hillis, Bill Gates of Microsoft seems positively 
tentative and cautious as he rhapsodizes in The Road Ahead: "We are watching 
something historic happen, and it will affect the world seismically." He's 
"thrilled" by "squinting into the future and catching that first revealing hint of 
revolutionary possibilities." He feels "incredibly lucky" to be playing a part "in 
the beginning of an epochal change... 


We can only appreciate Gates' self-restraint when we take a stab at the pages of 
the September 1998 issue of Upside magazine and come across its editor in 
chief, Richard L. Brandt, revealing just how epochally revolutionary Gates' 
Microsoft really is: "I expect to see the overthrow of the U.S. government in my 
lifetime. But it won't come from revolutionaries or armed conflict. It won't be a 
quick-and-bloody coup; it will be a gradual takeover. ... Microsoft is gradually 
taking over everything. But I'm not suggesting that Microsoft will be the upstart 
that will gradually make the U.S. government obsolete. The culprit is more 
obvious. It's the Internet, damn it. The Internet is a global phenomenon on a 
scale we've never witnessed. 


In less able hands such speculations quickly degenerate into what all who follow 
the digital press have become accustomed to: Digibabble. All of our 
digifuturists, even the best, suffer from what the philosopher J oseph Levine 
calls "the explanatory gap." There is never an explanation of just why or how 
such vast changes, such evolutionary and revolutionary great leaps forward, are 
going to take place. McLuhan at least recognized the problem and went to the 
trouble of offering a neuroscientific hypothesis, his theory of how various media 
alter the human nervous system by changing the "sensory balance." Everyone 
after him has succumbed to what is known as the "Web- mind fallacy," the 
purely magical assumption that as the Web, the Internet, spreads over the 
globe, the human mind expands with it. Magical beliefs are leaps of logic based 
on proximity or resemblance. Many primitive tribes have associated the waving 
of the crops or tall grass in the wind with the rain that follows. During a drought 
the tribesmen get together and create harmonic waves with their bodies in the 
belief that it is the waving that brings on the rain. Anthropologists have posited 
these tribal hulas as the origin of dance. Similarly, we have the current magical 
Web euphoria. A computer is a computer, and the human brain is a computer. 
Therefore, a computer is a brain, too, and if we get a sufficient number of them, 
millions, billions, operating all over the world, in a single seamless Web, we will 
have a superbrain that converges on a plane far above such old-fashioned 
concerns as nationalism and racial and ethnic competition. 


I hate to be the one who brings this news to the tribe, to the magic Digikingdom, 
but the simple truth is that the Web, the Internet, does one thing. It speeds up 
the retrieval and dissemination of information, messages, and images, partially 
eliminating such chores as going outdoors to the mailbox or the adult 
bookstore, or having to pick up the phone to get ahold of your stockbroker or 
some buddies to shoot the breeze with. That one thing the Internet does, and 
only that. All the rest is Digibabble. 


May I logon to the past for a moment? Ever since the 1830s, people in the 
Western Hemisphere have been told that technology was making the world 
smaller, the assumption being that only good could come of the shrinkage. 
When the railroad locomotive first came into use, in the 1830s, people marveled 
and said it made the world smaller by bringing widely separated populations 
closer together. When the telephone was invented, and the transoceanic cable 
and the telegraph and the radio and the automobile and the airplane and the 
television and the fax, people marveled and said it all over again, many times. 
But if these inventions, remarkable as they surely are, have improved the 
human mind or reduced the human beast's zeal for banding together with his 
blood brethren against other human beasts, it has escaped my notice. One 
hundred and seventy years after the introduction of the locomotive, the Balkans 
today are a cluster of virulent spores more bloody-minded than ever. The 
former Soviet Union is now 15 nations split up along ethnic bloodlines. The very 
zeitgeist of the end of the 20th century is summed up in the cry, "Back to 
blood!" The thin crust of nationhoods the British established in Asia and Africa 
at the zenith of their imperial might has vanished, and it is the tribes of old that 
rule. What has made national boundaries obsolete in so much of eastern 
Europe, Africa, and Asia? Not the Internet but the tribes. What have the 
breathtaking advances in communications technology done for the human 
mind? Beats me. SAT scores among the top tenth of high school students in the 
United States, that fraction who are prime candidates for higher education in 
any period, are lower today than they were in the early 1960s. Believe, if you 
wish, that computers and the Internet in the classroom will change all that, but 
I assure you it is sheer Digibabble. 
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The Lucifer Principle 
By Howard Bloom 


Over 200 billion red blood cells a day die in the interests of keeping you alive. 
Do you anguish over their demise? Like those red corpuscles, you and I are cells 
in asocial superorganism whose maintenance and growth sometimes requires 
our pain or elimination, suppresses our individuality and restricts our freedom. 
Why, then, is it of any value to us? Because the superorganism nourishes every 
cell within it, allowing a robustness none of its individual components could 
achieve on its own. Take, for example, the Mediterranean superbeast known as 
the Roman Empire. Rome was an evil creature with a despicable lust for cruelty. 
Julius Caesar, according to Plutarch, "took by storm more than 800 cities, 
subdued 300 nations and fought pitched battles at various times with three 
millionmen, of whom he destroyed one million in the actual fighting and took 
another million prisoners." Caesar did not carry out these deeds with 
kindliness. When he leveled enemy cities, he occasionally killed off every man, 
woman and child just to teach would-be resisters a lesson. 


The affluent folks back in the home city of Rome were even hungrier for the 
sight of blood. Their favorite recreation was an afternoon at the Coliseum 
watching desperate captives disembowel each other in the arena. Roman sports 
fans took bets on which contestant would manage to live until nightfall. The 
governors sent out to rule the Roman provinces periodically lost their tolerance 
for non-conformists. They crucified a back-country preacher of peace and 
humility named J esus because his views disagreed with the standard-issue 
dogmas approved by imperial authority. But the former carpenter was only one 
of thousands who twisted for hours, hanging by nails from a crude wooden 
beam. Rome stamped out or swallowed entire rival civilizations. She even 
reduced the land she most revered-- Greece--to a sleepy, sycophantic occupied 
territory. Rome, in short, was an appallingly vicious society, one whose habits 
could make anyone with the slightest scrap of moral sensitivity physically ill. 


Yet Rome's rise was part of the world's inexorable march to higher levels of 
form. By force--sometimes sadistic force--she brought an unprecedented mass 
of squabbling city-states and tribes together. In the process, she allowed an 
interchange of ideas and goods that radically quickened the pace of progress. 


What's more, during the 300 years between Augustus and the imposition of 
Christianity under Constantine, she made an additional contribution. She 
introduced pluralism, an easygoing attitude which allowed wildly diverse 
cultures to live peacefully side by side. J ust how much the empire contributed to 
her sometimes oppressed citizens could be seen when Rome fell. A set of heroes 
impelled by ideals of ethnic conquest led their rebel bands against the 
colonialist power. The mavericks toppled the hegemonic tyrants forever and 
turned the city of Rome into a ruin. 


In the process, they brought despair to Europe. During the next two hundred 
years, half of the Continent's population would die. Plague ran rampant. 
Multitudes starved to death dreaming of the food that had once been 
transported on Roman ships and roads. Without a stable organizing force, the 
paved highways on which provisions had traveled sank into disrepair. On land, 
bandits and warrior chiefs ended the lives of any who might contemplate a trip 
along the old paths to carry desperately needed supplies. At sea, pirates 
destroyed the former Mediterranean lanes of trade. 


The grain that had once sailed from Egypt in fleets of bulging transport hulls no 
longer came across with the tides. In the Gallic town of Barbegal, the complex of 
Roman-run mills which had turned the imported wheat into flour for 80,000 
consumers fell into disrepair. And the Gallic citizens who had been freed of the 
Roman yoke perished by the millions. 


Those who survived learned to live as prisoners in self-contained fortress 
communities, cut off from the ideas and the delicacies that had once made life 
sweet. The barbarian "freedom fighters" had loosed the chains not of life, but of 
death. For Rome was an oppressor, but Rome was also the source of 
nourishment and peace. In her absence came pestilence and war. The 
superorganism is often a vile and loathsome beast. But like the body nourishing 
her constituent cells, the social beast grants us life. Without her, each of us 
would perish. 


That knowledge is woven into our biology. It is the reason that the rigidly 
individualistic Clint Eastwood does not exist. The internal self-destruct devices 
with which we come equipped at birth insure that we will live as components of 
a larger organism...or we simply will not live at all. 


Behind these superorganismic imperatives is nature's latest wrinkle in the 
research and development racket. Despite the claims of individual selectionists, 
human evolution is propelled not only by competition between single souls, but 
by the forms of their cooperation. It is driven by the games that superorganisms 
play. 


All this lies behind the mystery with which we began--the pattern of violence in 
Mao's Cultural Revolution. When China lapsed into chaos during the cultural 
upheaval of the '60s, society did not fragment into 700 million individuals, each 


fighting for his right to survive. The social fabric ripped, then reknit in a strange 
new way. Individuals clustered in collaborative clumps. Stitching each gang 
together was a force with no physical substance--the idea, the meme. In their 
battles, the Red Guard wolf packs obeyed a basic commandment of the animal 
brain--the law of the pecking order. And they drew their energy from emotions 
that remain repressed in everyday life--the hatreds, frustrations and hidden 
cruelty of students who just a month or two before had seemed models of polite 
obedience. 


Behind the writhing of evil is a competition between organizational devices, 
each trying to harness the universe to its own peculiar pattern, each attempting 
to hoist the cosmos one step higher on a ladder of increasing complexity. First 
there is the molecular replicator, the gene. Then there is its successor, the 
meme. And working hand in hand with each is the social beast. 


Hegel said the ultimate tragedy is not the struggle of an easily recognized good 
against a clearly loathsome evil. Tragedy, he said, is the battle between two 


forces both of which are good...a battle in which only one can win. Nature has 
woven that struggle into the superorganism. 


Superorganism, ideas and the pecking order--these are the primary forces 
behind much of human creativity and earthly good. They are the holy trinity of 
The Lucifer Principle. 


